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'The SCENE. 


SOLYMONs SERAGLIO, 


T O 


To THE 


DUTCHESS 


ALBEMARLE. 


MADAM, | 
Hen I confider what favourable Recepti- 
on my firſt humble Supplications mm this 
kigd have had from your Graces Hand, 
I cannot think 'my Duty fully paid, + 


nor . my | Adoration ſufficiently expreſt, till 1 Dedicate my 


whole Life and Labours' to your Grace. *Tis. not one aft 
of Devotion that can make a- Zealot ; and therefore as 1 
made a Preſent then, I. pay you a Tribute now. And 
though this Poem has but little Merit of its . own, yet 
encouraged by the Honours it has received, like Pages to 
Princes; it owes its Boldneſs to its Education ; and ſince 
your Grace gave it leave to be a troubleſome Gueſt at 
New-Hall, *it likd the Entertainment ſo well, that it 
reſolves to Live and Die there ; and 'tis an Ambition in 
ſome reſpe& to be juſtified ;* for Poetry ſhould always 
make up part of the Trains of Princes , eſpecially theirs 
whoſe Excellencies are ſo Divine a Subjef for it. Under 
that ſhelter I approach _ your Grace', when I muſt own 1 
have playd the Plagiary im making the Dutcheſs of Albe- 
marle the Pattern for my Roxolana z only with this diffe- 
rence, T have copyed below the Life. Your Grace has all 
her Vertue, without the allay of | her Vanity ; and this ad- 
vantage above her, that Vour. Grace poſſeſſes thoſe Charms 
which Story never- attributed to R6xolana ; Her Beauty 


could ſubdue, but not ſecure her Salyrman. But your Gra. 
2 Ce5 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
ces V ictortes are more compleat ; For if our Engliſh Chro- 
nicle ( ſpight of the faſhionable liberty. of a Licentious Age ) 
would Charater the per feft happmeſs of a Princely Pair, it 
muſt. deſcribe the influence of the Dutcheſs , of Albemarle 
over the unalterable Afﬀections of her Lord: And as 1m Duty 
toſuch eminent Virtues, and ſuch infinite Perfeftions, ever. the 
moſt ill-natur'd Age unanimouſly ſpeaks of your Grace with 
Veneration ; and to ſecure that Fame your» Virtues have fo | 
Juſtly acquired, . your Grace is ' as Cautious m the preſerva- 
tion of it + But ſo impregnable are youg Sacred” Principles 
of Honour, that your Graces Care. m that, is but like His, | 
who raiſes Bulwarks ta defend that Town, which of it ſelf 
before was inaccefſible ; nor can I more reaſonably impute 
the Duke of Albemarles, and your Graces more frequent 
Reſidence at New-Hall, to any other than;a true Engliſh 
Nobleneſs ; as knowmg that your Greatnels can better fill 
a Court than make a part of one. _ I could 'be very prolix 
on ſo excellent a Thegm, for *tis.eaſir to Write where all Man- 
kind Diftates ; and T muſt confeſs 'tis the higheſt Bliſs of gn 
Author, to have thoſe Patrons whoſe Merits art above Flat: 
tery, where the Titles of Great and Good - may be given 
without a. Bluſh. This made Horace ſpeak. ſo'largely in 
the Commendations of his Mzcenas, and Juvenal ſays /o 
little -in the praiſe of Trajan : For my part I account it my 
chief Happineſs to have been a Witneſs of your Graces 
Greatneſs, and my higheſt Contemplation to be an Adnurer of 
it, The humbleſt -of which Admurers, is, 


MADAM, 
Your Graces Moſt Obliged, 
Moſt Devoted, and = 
Moſt Humble Servant, ' 


ELlkanNan SETTLE. 
PRO- 


PROLOGIE. 


Pplanſe is grown a ſtrange Coy Mrs. now ; 
nrted by all, and get oblain'd by few. 
- *Tis true, when ws Favorites Plays -appear, 
ThenK indneſs and Good-nature brings you here : 

And to ſfwre the Cenſures of the Town, 
The Pit is oy d with mater in the Fore-noon 3 
And thoſe five long exepFing Hours you ſtay, . 
Are ch in making Proſelites to th pu f 
Such Favour is not common ; nor are Wit 
And Senſe the only means of gaining it. 
That happy Man, the Author you commend, 
Muſt be at once'a'Poet and a Friend : | 
Honour'd by the acquaintance of the'Great ; 
His Converſation Eminent as L Wit. 
Ard as the effe& of your kind Influence, 
We've ſeen ſuch refin'd Fancy, ſo much Sence, 
Such Plays as do deſerce [4 much '\ Applanſe, 
They need no favour to ſupport * their -Canſe. 
But ſince our Author wants that Intereſt, 
And thoſe perfeFions which delight you'beſt 3 * 
Ad none of thoſe kind leading Votes can boaſt, 
Let not his Play for his hard Fate be loſt. 
What if our Author be 1n0t  oze of Tou 5 
Wit ſhould like Coyn j4ſs eurrant from a Jew : 
And ſhould not its Eſtee like Medals bold, 
Where th! Image more then weight gives price to ih Gold? * 
Gallants, tet Wit the Fate of Beanty fin ; 
Be to it, whereſoe're you mect it kind : 
I'm ſure Variety beſt pleaſes there. ; 
The Mrs. you maintain Gay, Brisk, and' Fair, 
Dves not ſo much your ſtock of Kinaneſs reap, 
But you can ſpend fome Hours on Joys more cheap.] 


. 


nd ſo F 
On humble Writers let ſome favours fall ; 


Let not the Dons of Wit engroſs you all. 
ur EPL 


EPILOGUE. 


Ow many har our Rhimer killd to Day? © 
What need of Siege and Conqueſt in 4 Play, 
When Love can do the work as well as they 2 © 
Net 'tis ſuch Love as you've ſcarce met befare - 
Such Love I'm ſure as Engliſh ground me're bore. Ss 
Had half the injur'd Ladies of this Age, © 
His Roxolana's kindneſs, and her Rage, | I | 
What heaps on heaps of Female-ſuff rers here, 
Would your good Men make Martyrs in one Tear 2 
But thanks to Heavn youve not her fond Diſeaſe : | | 
E'en let 'em range and wanger where they ohefle 5 | | 
You're not ſuch Fools to think of poyſoning yet ; 
You want her Love, but you have twice her Wit. 
Dying's a mode your wiſer thoughts contemn, 
You've a more pleaſing way to puniſh 'eme. 
And ſhould our Brood of Gallants take this ryle, 
And turn ſuch Lovers as his Perſian Fool ; 
Kind Husband then might peaceably diſcover 
An Aſſignation made 'twixt Sponſe and Lover. 
Leave you at Cribbedge, let you ſee 4 Play, 
Or take the Air in a fare Summers. Day; +. 
Let you ſtay out in Maſquerades whole Nights, 
With twenty other Innocent delights, 
And no harm done---- And yet how wilde ſoe're Y >, 
The humours of this brick mad Age appear, | 
Tis ten to one but th' Author ſtill will ſay, 
Your Vertues were the Patterns of his Play ; | 
And ſwear you down, | 
His Love and Honour both were ſto[: from you ; 
And from your Features he his Heroes drew. 
There's ne're a Comick Writer but will fay, 
You're- all of you the Patterns of his Play : 
Tet, takes your PiGFures at ſo damn'd a light ; 
Paints you fo Ugly, that your Looks would fright : 
And yet their Plays are your moſ# dear delight. 
hy in your Hearts may not th' Heroicks ſhare £2 
Thoſe make you worſe, theſe better than you are. 
And Flattrers ſure ſhould not ſucceſsleſs prove, 
When thoſe that do abuſe you have your Love 


% 


Ibrahim 


IBRAHIM,; 
; oY 9 

The ILLUSTRIOUS | 

B ASS A; 
ACT [. SCENE I. The Seraglio 


Enter Roxolana, Mirvs, Guards, and Ladies. 


' Mirvs. He Turkiſh pow'r was abſolute till now : | 
All Knees, all Hearts did co the Sultay bow. 6:4 
Nay, Beauty too, by Heav'n and Nature made | - 
To Conquer Kings, in the tame crow'd obey'd; 
The World was fſearcht, and bufie Nations ſtrove | 
To find out Martyrs for a 'Tyrants'Love. . 
2.. Lady. Even Daughters by their Parents were betray'd, 
Who their fair Race # willing Victim made 3 
In a Seraglio they Cloyſter'd ſlept, 
For ſervile Love in ſhining Feeters kept, * / 
Till Roxo/ava the Long Bondage broke, | | 
And by her influence ſhook off the Yoke. 
Mirva. Yes Royal Madam *rwas your Eyes alone, 
That could confine his wandring Heart to one ; 
And ſingly rule'the Conquer'd Soymes : 
Beauty was n&er a Monarch till your*Reign. 
The glorious Sun ſhines 'by himſelf moſt bright, 
When Crowds, like Stars, -'miake "but a feeble. light. " 
Koxolana. And Mirvs, to confirm the Chains I gave, 
By Sacred Rites I've bound my Royal Slave. . 
Ic has been mine, and only my Renown, 
Theve joyn'd a Nuptial Wreath: t'a Turkiſh Crown. | 
He ſaw me, and he look'd his power away 3 | 
Nor can years raize the Structures of that Day 3 
The Siege I laid, an Age cannot remove 3 N 
His Conftancy's as/great as is His Love. 
Men call me Proud ; - yes, fo might Heav'n be too, 
If its Adorers were but half as true. | 
Homage to that, inconſtane Mortals pay 3 
And Heav'n meets with Apoſtates ev'ry day. 
Brighter their Temples and their pow'r would ſhine, 
Did- God's maintain their Alcars, as 4 mine, 
«| . | R . - Emer. 


"8, > 
x. 


" he Ibrahim » the Tluſtrious Baſſa. 
' NP a@rended. | [0 : 
* "Uer. I come *to lay *n&W Hofourt.at your-Feer, .: 
In your returning Lord ja Cenqgy'zaur., meet. _ ,.... 
The Sultan does” om V. anquiſht- Per fa edme, fi 4 
From being fear'd abro:d to be a r'd at home, 
By what : Arms of, Solyman h; won, ©\ &, 
The Turkih Moon Eclips'd the Perfian Sung - _ 
Roxol. Your Father, dear Afteria, has in you, 
A pious Herauld found, and N_ one gre tn tonnmahrmnGs—< ' 
Bur whillt che Sultan's Copquait.yo 24E | 
Is not Love ſhrowded ia this Marttal TY oy. * I 
Amidlt the lowder, Vows yau payeo'h to him, * 
Does not the great and faichtul {br SRI 201] | 
(To whofe ſucceſs the Sultans gloriets - + iT AY 
« 
2 


Extort fome-ſilent Veneration 00. ? 
Aſter. I cannot þut with bluſhes own his: pow! 'r. 
Ibrahim is every where a'Conqueroar. 1.04 A, 
Roxl. Nay ! Bluſh no more! His ViRories remove. INTE 
That Barry which has ſo long-conceal'd. your loyg 3; 1 + . 2, > oi? 
All thae he is; all he has-done's your; due, yoo 
Life, and the Sultas's Smiles: he:gain'd by: yeu. 
Art once a Condemn'd Criminal and a Slave, IX | 
You reſcu'd him from Fetters and-.a.Grave. ': -; -+- I 
He, and his Conqueſts your Creations, Are, | | 
' To you he owes them, and ſhall pay em here. 
Aſter. Grant this, and Heav*n, Fil rmake no oF pray'c Mr 
If the kind Deſtinies this with fulfil, Wo if 
Let all the other works of. Fate ſtand. till, ; _, ,- EK 
-Roxol. By my command$,yow have conceald your ſhes, 
Till his Illuſtriovs Deeds had cais'd his Fameg; [i {+ ;; 
Above all Conquerours this Age can ſhew.z- ; ; 
The only worth that ſhould afpire,to you.; .-- 
Till then I bid you your low paſlion.hide ; ; ' 
And fee how Heay'n rewards your: noble Pride. . 
In this high State, He may your Kindneſs know ; | | 
Yov've made him God-like'e'er you treat, him 1o, AC | 
Love like Religion ina mighty Mind, #1 | 
Should build thoſe Temples which it "does not find. | 


Aſter. My Breaſt thus long has my Loves Jilour b2: 
And kept by force the ſtrugling Priſoner in. 
But oh ! how much is my treed Soul at peace, 
When you pronounce the tireſome Slaves Releaſe. . 


Enter Soly man, Ibrahim, Ulama, Dorea, Baſlaes, and Janizaries. - 


"Solym. Be this dayes Pomp your care, in th* 4g4's room, [ta Dorea. | 
Fix you my Standard in the Hippodrome : 1 | 
And as my Agent pay that Debt I owe 3 
My Gratitude in Ibrabim's glory ſhow. 


Do 


T 


\ 


Ibrahim, the Tluftrious Baſſa. 


Do it with ſuch Magnificence and State, 
As fits the Triumph which we celebrate. 
(Here Solyman approaches and diſcovers Roxolana. 

Rexol. Welcome the World's great Conqueror and mine 

Enough before did your bright Luſter ſhine. 

You needed not new Vidories, new Charms, 

To welcome you to Roxolana's Arms. 
Sohm. Yes, I need all my glories, when you're near, 

I bring my Trophies as a Tribute here. 

Great, though I am, your pow'r is greater yet ; 

The World to me, I, to your Eyes tubimicr, 

Berwixt Loves pow'r and Majeſty's this odds; 

The Vows Men pay to Saints, Saints pay their Gods. 
Ibrah. Yes, Dorea, goz 3 raiſe this Triumphant-Sear. {| to Dorea. 

Let ch'Entertainment be both rich and great ; 

Let it have all that Majeſty may dreſs 

In ſpoils of War- or Ornaments of Peace, 

Bue chen conſider where that Honour's due 

To him alone you-muſt with Homage bow : 

Obey Him as my Sovereign, not my Friend, 
Ulam. Oh Ulama, thy heart, thy heart defend. | Gaizing on Roxol. 
Roxol, Great and Victorious you muſt ever prove, 

Be but your Stars thus conſtant as your Love. 
Solym. Their influence, is ſecure, I cannot fear 

Succeſs nor Conqueſt whilſt this Arm makes War. | preſents Ibr. to ber. 

For when my Ibrabim did to Perſia go, 

Againſt the Sophy, my moſt pow'rful Foe 3 

So Small his Forces were, ſo tew his Arms, 

That they ſeem'd only fit to give Alarms, 

Not overthrows 3 ſont but to rouſe my game 3 

But as the Lightning till my Thunder came. 

Yet when my greater force ith” Field I drew, 

ExpeRting danger and a ſtubborn Foe ; 

Expecting by long Sweat and Toyl thave gone, 

Through Blood and Ruine to the Perſia» Throne, 

His wondrous Arm ſuch Miracles had done, 

I came but to behold the Fields he won. 

Ibrah. The Sultan's pleaſure is that ſhining chings, 

Should only be the Favourites of Kings. [ To Roxolana. 
And ſhews his God-like Bounty when he takes 
Delight t* adorn the Creatures which he makes. 

Solym. Though Crowns and Empires have his Triumpbs been, 
There was one Trophy left for me to win. | To Roxolana. 
This Prince's heart ; the braveſt and the beſt 
Of all my Perſian Foes ; is Solyman's Gueſt. { preſents Ulama 20 ber. 
I have, to ſhew what to your Beauty's due, 

Brought the great Sephy's Son to wait on you. 


B Ulams 


4 Ibrahim, the TMuſtrious Baſſa. 

Ulams. Your generds Lord ſuch favours does conferr 
On Ulama his Ibrabim's Priſoner, 

That from my Chains, without a Ranſom paid, 
Non only freed, but Solyman's Creature made, 
My overthrow I muſt Heav'*ns bleflings call, 
Who owe this Reſurre&ion to my fall. 

Roxola. His favours Solyman does not id*ly place, 
No doubt he found yon mericed chat Grace. 

UVlama. $9 eminent your Sultan's Vertues are ; 

I wonder not at his ſucceſs in War. 
The Faces in Duty to ſuch worth are Kind : 
Juſtly ch'obſequious Deſtinies deſign'd. 
No other force ſhould Solyman ſubdue ; 
As being che only Conquelt fit for you, 
Was'c not encugh I was lubdu'd at home ? 
Have I a new Captivity to come ? Aſide 
On envy'd Solyman! Oh infinite charms ! 
My Eyes are more Ambitious than thy Arms ! 
Solym, But my dear Ibrahim, now is the time, 
T muſt accuſe a Conquerour of a Crime : 
You wear a look unfit for Victory ; 
In all the glories you have heap'd on Me, 
In Deeds that ought to make the Actor proud, 
On your darx Brow you wear a ſullen Cloud. 

Rexol. 1 have obſerv'd - him with the {ame ſurprize, 
Aud market a killing forcow in his Eyes. 

Solym, In this dejected look 
There's ſomething more than modeſty: Your Friend 
And King muſt know from whence thoſe Clouds deſcend ? 
Do you repine at che loud Fame you get ? 

Or is unwillingly you make me great ? 

I»rab. Unwillingly ! Forbear chat killing ſound ; 
Give not a LoyalHearr ſo deep a wound. 
Unwillingly ! not Miſers meet their Wealth, 
Lovers ſucceſs, deſpairing Sinners Health, 

Orc Martyrs Heav'n, with half the joy, that I 
Can in your Cauſe, ſubdue, obey, or die. 

Aſter. My Life ſhall pay for one ill thought in Him, 
PII anſwer for the Loyal Ibrahim. 

Sohm. But, my beſt Ibrahim, your griefs declare ; 
Can you have Sorrows, which 1 muſt not ſhare ? 
Your troubles may be juſt, and by my Fault ; 
Perhaps I have not us'd you as I ought: 

Perhaps your merits ar2 not Fully paid ; 

The Crowns that [brahim won, are not on 1brabim's Head : 
Bur though my tardy} hand has guilty been ; 

*Tis not £oo late to expiate that fin. 

Crowns thou ſhalt have—— 


lbrah, 


Ibrahim, the MHuſftrious Baſſa. 
Ibrah, Oh Royal Sir, no more ; R 
Bounty was never Cruelty before. x 
So great, ſo large a preſent as a Crown, 
Is fit for Solyman to give alone : 
'Tis great, but *tis not kind ; when you can think 
My ſoul t'a mercinary thought can fink. 
My choughts from a more juſt ambition ſpring, 
*Tis all my Pride, Unbrib'd to ferve my King 
Solym. Then tell me 
Ibrah. Oh the ſecret muſt not out 


Afide. 
Roxol. If not his kindneſs, then his pow'r you doubt : he 
Can there be any thing diſturbs your reſt, 

As cannot be by Solyman redreſt ? 
Think you his pow'r fo little ? — 
lbrah.” No, fo great 


Wh:n yours joyns too, to make that pow'r compleat, 
*Tis infinite, like that bright boundleſs ſpace, 
Where light and Saints their endlefs glories place : 
Within ir all chings and beyond it nothing. 
Solym, Say then, from whence does all this darkneſs come ? 
Have I done injury to Chriſtendom) ? 
Have any of my foreign pow'rs by titcel, 
Or Rapine, wrong'd thoſe Altars where you kneel ? 
Ihrab. Love pardon dutys fin, when I reveal 7 
My leſſer forrows, but the great conceal ! $4 = 
Sir, when iI bring, 
The Lowneſs whence you drew me to my thought 3 
The change which your almighty hand has wrought : 
Though he that rais'd it can | A my ſtate; 
Witch trembling I behold my dang'rous height. 
Malice and Envy will my life purſue, 
And ſtrive to make-ne hated be by you. 
How many of my predeceilors fell 2 
Nor could their Services their Dooms repel. 
The faithful Vizier Achmet, 
Rais'd Bajezer the S2cond to his Throne; 
And little leſs had Valiant Chaſſan done 
For your great Father ; Yet in all their pride, 
Both by their jealous Lords fuſpe&ted dy'd. 
The fear ofdeath my Trouble does nat make ; 
My Life and Honours you may freely take. 
Bue when I think the fatal time may be 
When you will but ſuſpet my Loyalty ; 
*Tis that ſtrikes horrour through my ſtaggering ſence : 
No Torture like miſtaken Innocence. 
Solym. I thought to you Phad made my. breaſt fo clear 3 
That you had nothing left to wiſh or fear. 


B 2 


6 ' Ibrahim, the Jlluſtrious Baſſa. 
But ſince my kind conjectures are not ſure, 
At once your weakneſs PII forgive and cure : 
I ſwear by Alls (and to bind my Vow, 
Heav'n make me happy as I am juſt to you ) 
Whilſt Sclyman Lives, his Ibrebim ſhall not die 
By any violent death. | 
Ibrab, Your favours are fo high —— 
Selym. Forbear your thanks, *tis only what I owe ; 
Men thanks for Gifts, and not for Debts beſtow. 
Koxel, No, Sir, your conſtancy he cannot doubt ; 
He knows his Prince too well for ſuch a thought. 
Why this diſguiſe ? 
Solym. Fll cake this furer way ; 
Though Friendſhip have no influence, Love may. 
Here be your looks as Conqu'ring as your Sword ; 
I call you Friend, and ſhe ſhall call you Lord. | Gives bim Aﬀeria. 
Aſter. That word my raviſh'd ſenſe does overcome : ; Afde 


I feel my joys too mighty to be dumb. 

Solym. Beto my Blood, as to my. Soul ally'd :. 
Now have you choughts, you from your King can hide ? 
Have I not bought 'em yet ? 


Ibhrab. What ſhall 1 fay ? [ Aſide. 
After. My Bliſs was never perfe& till this day. | Aſide. 


Roxol. 'This Lady, whom in Chains you could fubdue, 
Admir'd by all, deſerv'd by none but you 3 
Enrich'd with Solymay's favours and above 
All other Ornaments; her greater Love 
Meets you with all the kindneſs fouls ere ſhar'd ; 
Your Glorics prize, your Loyalty's reward. 
Aſter. Do not too high her lictle Merit raiſe, 
Who bluſhes bur too much without this praiſe | 
Yet Sir 
By your commands I ſhould all ſhame remove : 
I need not bluſh when Duty bids me Love. . 
But; mighty Sir, if the o'er-haſty Guelt, [ 70 Ibrahim. 
By a too early Raign, this Seat poſleſt ; [ points to ber Breaſt. 
Let thveaſie prize not make the value leſs ; 
Nor Love its' merit loſe for its excels. 
A love which could not be by force expell'd ; 
And now wants pow'r'to keep its joys conceal'd. 
Solym, To make her yet more worthy 
Ibrab. Great Sir, hold 
Let me alone this Beauties worth unfold : ( 
*Tis I can beſt deſcribe ſuch excellence. 
Aſter. | feel new raptures in my ſoftn'd ſenſe! ., > | Afde, 
Ibrab. Some Herog whom' Imperial Crowns adorn, 
To greatnefs rais'd, and as. much greatneſs born. 


SOms 


Ibrahim, Fe Tufrious Baſſa 
Some Prince that has fo much Man-kind out-done, 
As ſhould make Sohman's equal in his Son : 
"Tis ſuch a one ſhould Meet A4feria's Charms 3 
But I the moſt unworthy ef her Arms —— 
Roxol. Where will this end 2? 
Aſter. Some God that pity's Love, divert my fear. 
Ibrab. So little pow'r of Gratitude dwells here ! 


[ points to bis Breaff. 


That Pam beneath your ſcorn, fo wretched I, 
To reconcile my Fate beg leave to die. 
Yes, take my heart ; but when *tis yours, it muſt, 
Be offer'd up it blood, to make it juſt. 
To give me back my Chains, would be too kind ; 
Let me in Death, Yours, and his Juſtice find. 
Solym. Has Ibrabim Crimes make him deſerve to dic ? 
Ibrah. 1 Criminal ! Oh none: ſo much as I. 
I am below the ſtate of Infidels: 
I view that Face where Sovereign Beauty dwells : 
Beauty, which homage, next to Gods, receives 
And commands Hearts, more than the Sultan, Lives. 
Yet, I to neither can Allepiance pay, 
Love my Preſerver, or my Prince obey, 
Fair Miſtreſs of my Life and Liberty 3 
The founder of my Fame, all I enjoy ; 
Thy ungrateful Creature of your Smiles deſtroy. 
Roxol. Are Solymarn's favours and his Blood abus'd ? 
And ſo much Love thus barbarouſly us'd ? 
Solym. Ibrahim ! I am unwilling to believe, 
Such diſreſpect I can from Man receive ; 
Much lefs from Favourites : ſay then what is 
That Pow'r has deſtin'd. me to ſuffer this ? 
Aſter. Ask not the reaſon of his diſreſpe&, 
Let her deſcribe the-Cauſe, who feels th'effe&. 
My ſighs with ſcorngoo fatally are paid : 
My Love's defpis'd for ſome more happy Maid. 


Look, Sir, on this ſad objeR, and in me { to Ibrah. 


The ſudden change of fading greatneſs ſze.- 
When I came hither, (oh my ſhort-liv'd Bliſs ! } 
Pd not have chang'd. my hopes of happineſs, 
To have beer Empreſs of the World : but now 
Not the moſt wretched of my Sex fo low, 
Nor am I in my lighted Love alone 
Unforcunate, but guilty too ! I've done, 

What neither co my Sex nor Birth was due, 
T::nſgreſt the Laws of modeſty, for you. 

S9 we?sx my Heart, ſo great my ſufferings are; 


I cannot hide my Love, nor my Deſpair. { offers to go. 


% 


Aſide. 
Aſide. 


* 


Rad, 
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Roxol. What do I live to hear 3 Aferia, ſtay — 
Aſter. No! let me take my hated ſight away : 
This freedom: to the loſt 4feria give 3 
In Crowds the Proſperous,not the Wretched live. [ Exit Aﬀteria. 
Roxol. Who is that pow'rful Rival, for whoſe ſake, 
Your ſtubborn Heart her Beauty cannot fhake. 
For whom Aſferke's favours, and her Blood, 
Are priz'd as little as they're underſtood : 
Yetgame her not; already I have heard 
Too much ; if Solyman you lov'd or fear'd, 
You would not treat him thus. You've wrong'd him more 
Than all your ViRories _—__ before. [ Exit. 
Solym. Go triwunph in her ſufferings and my ſhame, 
And add this one proud Title to your Fame ; 
You from an injur'd King this Grace receiv'd 3 


You are the fuſt diſturb'd my peace and liv'd. 
Exit with bis Train all but Tbrahim. 


Ibrab. Ruin'd at once ſo ſure ! Fate has made haſte. 
Who could believe that fo few hours are paſt, 
Since this undone, loſt, deſpicable thing 
Was fear'd by all the World, and favour'd by his King ? 
But now her Love refus'd, his Blood diſgrac'd 3 
How are thoſe Titles at one blaſt defac'd ! 
Oh Love ! Oh 7/abella! When thy Ear 
Shall the dire ſound of my misfortunes hear, 
Give me at once thy pity and applauſe : 
And whilſt my Ruine has ſo dear a Cauſe, 
Dying for thee ; Fame to my praiſe ſhall tell, 
That [brahim liv'd leſs Nobly than he fell, 


The End of the Firſt AF. 


[Exit Ibrahim, 


C——_ 


ACT I. SCENE, The Seragli. 


Enter Ibrahim, «nd Ulama. 
Ibrab. HY my refuſal made no change at all ? 
Does ſhe not yet her wandering ſenſe recall ? 
Tell me, ſhe hates ; ſhe does-—ſhe muit: how can 
Such goodneſs love ſo barbarous a Man ? | 
Ulam. Your be pms. ſhakes not your Empire there 3 


The loſt A4/eria Loves you in deſpair 3 
With all her art and power ſhe ſtrives Caflwage 


The violence of her angry Fathers rage. ; 


For your protetion humbly on her Knees, 

The Eloquence of Tears and Pray'rs ſhe tries : 

And all for him, by whoſe diſdain ſhe Dies. _ 
oe 
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Not bleeding Saints for Martyrdom deſign'd, 
Are to tixcir Executioners hy kind. 

Ibrah. Unha PY Maid, and more unhappy I, 

The Author of ſuch killing Cruelty : 
Who ſee that Innocence ſuch pains endure, 
And make thoſe wounds which I muſt never cure. 

Ulama. But whilſt ſo long you Solyman's heart poſſeſt, 
Why was your Love a Stranger to his breaſt? \, 

The knowledge of a former Mrs. claim, 

Might have ſuppreſt AFeria's growing flame ; 
And ſo great pow'r as his might have prevail'd, 
Tobtain that ſuit where your own intereſt fail'd. 

Ibrab. Even Solyman's pow*s had been a weak defence 
For know ſhe's Dangheee to a Chriſtian Prince : 
Who by thinveterate hate which long before 
Our Waring Families for ages bore ; 

Has with ſuch furious rage, my Love purſu'd, 

As ſuffering Genowa has felt in Blood : 

By the ill chance of War, *Twas our hard doom, 
In three ſet Battels, to be overcome : 

My Family deſtroy'd,my hopes undone, 
The Field by her inſulting Father won : 

I {trait cook Ship, and for new aids did fly 
To our Allies, the States of Szcily. 

And taken Prifoner by the Algereens, 

] co that Voyage owed my Turkiſh Chains. 

Ulam, Your Births being equal, *twas unjuſtly done, 
He did not then embrace you for his Son; 

When th'happy tye had made your Families ceaſe 
Their hate, and reconcil'd a Nations peace. 

Ibrab. *Tis true, he might have been ſo juſt, but know, 
Hate thinks none equals, much leſs makes *em fo. 

So fierce his rage, 1o great was his diſdain 3 + 
I durſt” nor tell my Love to Solymas : 
Leaſt my juſt King concern'd at my ill Fate, 
In kindneſs might have prov'd my Advocate. 

Ulam. What danger could that cauſe ? 

Ibrah. I fear'd that He 
Mighe for my ſake have been deny'd like me. 

Too well I knew that would provoke his rage, 

And in :=venge my angry King engage. 

But falſe co ch*Chriſtians cauſe I ne'er could prove, 
Nor take ſuch Vengeance, though for injur'd Love. 
Fac be't irom me to ſhake her Father's Throne, 

Or couch his Lite, whence ſhe derives her own. 
More 1 could bear, and greater wrongs o'ercome, 
To be the Champ:on Friend of Chriſtendom. 


Ulam. 
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Ulam. With this juſt Loſe, to Solyman Þ'll go, 
And try what Reaſon, joyn'd with Pray'rs can- do. { Exit Ulama. 
Enter Dorea. . 
Dor. Great Sir, a Baſſa, newly come. on ſhore, 
In Ru#iazs name admittance does implore ; 
By a command from him he humbly craves' 
Your kind acceptance of fome Chriſtian Slaves.. 
Ihrab, From Ruſtan | Go admit him. [ Exit Dorea. 
Pve been by long and fawning Courtſhip preſt, 
To reconcile him to the Saltun's Breaſt. 
But were his flactering hopes on Reaſon built, 
Were it in Ibrabim's ſoul to fide with guile ; 
Did he but now behold my wretched ſtate, 
He'd find me there. but a weak Advocate. 


Enter Iſabella, introduc'd by a Baſla, . attended by Ladies. 


My I/abella ! What bleſs'd Viſion's this ? 

Am I awake, or do I dream of Bliſs ? 

Thus let me ſeal aflurance co my ſenſe, [ kiſſes her hand. 

And free my lab'ring thoughts from their ſuſpence. 

This raviſhing ſight drives all my Clouds away ; 

From my long Night, breaks out eternal Day. 

How, Madam, after three long mourning years, 

Which I have languiſhe out in ſighs and tears, 

-Have you eſcap'd your angry Fathers Eye, 

To bleſs this place with your Divinity ? 

How have you paſt the Mountains, wi" and Sea, 

Which ſo long parted my fair World and me? 
Iſabel. My Fate is in ſuch myſteries involy'd, 

The riddle is not eaſily reſfoly'd : 

Stoln from my Court, forc'd almoſt from the Tomb 

Of my dead Father — | 
Ibrah. Her Father dead ! | 
J[abel. And after that become 

Aprey to one unknown, rob'd of my peace, 

Freedom, and pow'r, expos'd to Winds and Seas 3 

And what more dreadful is than all thoſe Pains, 

The hazard of my Honour in my Chains ; 

Through theſe rough Paths I have been guided here ; : 


But now I think my San&uary near, 
My Ihrabim's preſence does diſpel my fear. 
Baſſa. Thoſe ations her miſtaken Innocence, 
Has render'd ſuch a Capital offence 3 
Kind R»ſtan, Sir, did boldly for your fake, 
And for your preſervation undertake. 
lbrab. For mine ! 
Iſabel. For his! Oh let me hear no more, 
If all this rudeneſs was on Ibrahim's ſcore ; Fr 
n 
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And by your order I th*Abuſle receive, 

I've heard much more than I can e'er fo 
lbrah. Can you believe me guilty but in choughe 

Of chat black Crime the impious Reffan wrought ? 

Tho ſhe's a Treaſure I eſteem Divine, , 

By Sacrilege I would not make her mine. 

Baja. The Viſier may all theſe excuſes ſpare, 

For in this Rape, he, Madam, had no ſhare. 
This Plot was R«ſftan's only, who by Spies to [brah. 
Employ'd Cobſerve you in your Privacies, 

Found you a Captive were to,thoſe bright Eyes. 

By ſome diſcourſe *ewixt you and Derea mate 

The ſecret of your Love was firſt betray'd. 

Ruſtan knew too, her Father was your Foe, - 

And that you'd ne'er conſent to uſe bim fo : 

And fearing ſo much Love, Deſpair, and Grief, 

Might rob the World without ſome quick Reliet 

Unknown to you, he took this violent courſe, 

T'obtain what kindnefs could not win, by force ; 

And hopes that at may not. a- Crime appear, 

Which ſaves your Lite, and cures a Kingdom's fear. 

T/abel. But ſince my fate has brought me to chis place, 
Where 1 once more behold my [brabim's Fac ; 

And ſafe in Duty and in Honour live, 
Tell him a Crimesſo kind I can forgive. 

Ibrab. But fay you ſaw your Ibrahim in Chains, 
Bound, during Life co bear the worſt of pains 3 
Riff'd of all his Honours, pomp, and Pow'rs, 

Could you in ſome dark Dungeon call him yours ? 

Iſabel. Why Sir this cruel queſtion ? Can diſtreſs 
And change of Fortune make my Paſlion lels ? 

'Tis not true Love that ever can decreaſe. 
Bute who dares load with Chains the Sultan's Friend, 
Can humane pow'r oppreſs what he'll defend ? 

Ibrab. Alas that friendſhip which onceſkin'd on me, 
Is fee for ever : CalPr not Vanity; 

When I muſt ſay *rwas my iil Fate to prove 
The obje& of the fair $ultana's Love. 

And Sol;man o'er ating Friendſhip's part, 
Made me an offer of a Davghter's Hearr. 
Which Grace refus'd, too plainly I fore-ſee, 
The dire effe&s of lighted Majelty. 

Iſabel. And will my Ibrebim bear all this for me ? 
Will he for me ptovoke the Sulcan's Frowns, _ 
And for my ſake negle& Life, Pow'r, and Crowns ? 

Ibrab. | could for you the worſt of Fates ſuſtain 
Death were my Pride, and if't had any pain, 


*T would be to part fo long to meet fo late again. 
C I/abe 
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I/abel. Kings are JVM ſacred pattern, Heav'n 
Tf their” offenders ca e forgiven, | 
Let him go on, his utmoſt rage fulfil : 
Ani though he cannot frown, but he muſt kill 
Confirm this conftancy and Fate contemn, 
S:itzr more boldly than He can condemn. 
And as I coubt nor, ſince the Fauic was mine, 
But ct Auttor in ch'Ottenders doom ſhall joyn : 
As your long Loves reward expect to fee, 
4he Scene of Martyrdom filld up by me. 
As in our Loves in Death rcogether- bound, 
Wich greater Pomp and State we'll meet the wound, 
Than Victims that wers led co Altars crown'd. 

Irah, Puc fee the mighty Sul;zman draws nigh. 


Enter Solyman, Ulama, Morat, and Guards. 
>2e there thetrembling Worlds Idolatry, 


And ſuch a Prince, whoſe merit is fo high, 
Thar he who ſteals from Heaven to make a Gife 
Ot homage there, may juſtifie the Thetr. 
So/z?m. Do you not tremble when you ſees me here ? 
ibrab. No Sultan, | have reverence, bur no fear. 
Solym. nd dogs not ſhame your guilty Conſcience touch ? 
Thrah, Though Soizman in thunder ſhould approach, 
Still the ſame charming Majeſty he wears ; . 
But if fo great and facted he appears, 
To thoſe that meet his Frowns, and tread on Graves 3 
How God-like is He when he Smiles and Saves? 
Selym. Ibrahim | What Guardian Angel have you here? 
My Furies vaniſh when ſuch Charms appear : 
What Lady'sthat ? | 
Izrah. One, for whoſe fake T can 
Meet Death, and ftand the Fiowns of Solyman. 
Selym. Thy Love is bold ! 
But in her cauſe I can't admire thy Pride. 
Whac unknown Nation did that Beauty hide ? 
Ibrah. Sir, to my torment ſhe'has been hid too long 3 
Too herce her Gaoler, and her Gaol too ſtrong. 
'Till Fate at laſt clos'd up her Dragons Eyes, 
And then by force brought the Liluſt; ious Prize. 
Heav'n this fair Mourner fent Cattend my Grave, 
To ſee your bleeding Victim in her Slave. 
S:lym. No Ibrahim ; you could not die before : 
For Sohmar, your Life's prote&tion ſwore. 
And now you muſt not ſuffer if you cou'd: 
Such Beauty can appeaſe my injur'd blood. 


Though you've wrong'd Friendſhip, Friendthip muſt forgiye : 


Who cannot die for her, can leſs deſerve to live. 


Beau- 
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Beauteous unknown—— 
If thy fair Hand the Sacred Contra@ Seal'd, [to Iſabel. 
Which muſt not be by any Pow'r Repeal'd ; 
That preſent from a Monarchs Hand accept, [gives Ibrahim to ber. 
Which has for thee by Deſtiny been kept. 
I ſhould unjuſtly, in a Subje& chide 
Thar conſtancy, which is a Monarch's Pride, 
Ibrab. By your ſurprizing goodneſs overcome, 
Thus let his Duty ſpeak, whom wonder bas ſtruck dumb. | reels. 
Solym. Rile Ibrahim 1, is Jaitice in a King 
So ſtrange, and to aſtoaiſhing a _ ? | 
T/abel. Is this the Dung. on ? Thele the Chains ? falſe fear, 
That could ſuſpe& ſuch Cruelty raign'd there ! 
Sure you miſtook the Judge, or I the Doom, 70 Ibrah. 
Who find fuch vertue out of Chriſtendom. ” 
Solym, Juſtice and Narure here ſhall end their ſtrife : 
Rich in thoſe Charms enjoy a happy Life. 
Ihrah. So valt a giit by fo much mercy piven ! 
If Monarchs in their ations copy Heav'n, 
Your glory in that Lift muſt be the chief : 
Never was copy yet fo near the Lite. 
Solym. Tho' Fate for this commanding Beauty's ſake, 
Will not permit you ſhould my blood partake, 
I will not be by Deſtiny out-done : 
I in a Friend will ſtill poſſeſs a Son. 
Ibrah. What means my King ? 
Solym. All kindneſs to that Name. 
What ever envy'd Monarch does lay claim 
To this fair Race ; His glory Ill partake ; 
This Lady my Adopted Daughter make, 
With all the Rites and Pomp due to my blood, 
With all the Regal Ornaments endow'd, 
That ever did or can attend my Race, 
You ſhall in Her a Sultanefs embrace. 
Iſabel. Forgive me, ſleeping Father, when I muſt 
Thy Honouts ſteal, and rob thy Sacred Dult, 
To pay new homage here. Great Solyman ! 
Such matchleſs Vertues in your Boſom raign ; 
As without tin, Religion can controle, 
And ſwell th*Ambition of a Chriſtians Soul. 
Let me thus low the mighty Title meet, 
And fall before a Royal Father's Feet. | Kneels. 
So/ym. Riſe and accept 
Not on my Bounty, but your merits ſcore 


A Fathers Love. | Raiſes ber up. 
Pray Heav'n Thave given no more, | 
I have approach'd her killing excellence Aſide 


Too nigh, and fel in my tranltported fenſc, 
C 2 Some 


14 Ibrahim, the Iluſtrious Baſſa. 


Something that ſays Pm by my Eyes undone : | 
And yet bk Lawlef wandring lights gaze on. Aſide. 
Iſabel. Thofe numerous Trophies you've in Batte] won 
Gain you lefs Fame than rhis one act has done, 
Your Valour there but Nations overchrew 3 
Hzre Solyman does Solyman ſubdue. 
Sclym, Ac ti:ſt 1 thought I gaz'd without a lin + 
Friendſhip and Honour kept the Traytor 1n. Aſide 
Now *cis reliſtleſs ; whilſt ſuch pains ſhe cakes _ 
. To praife my Conquelts, ſhe a greater makes. 
I/abel. How faintly Fame does Solyman preſent 
In thoſe weak names, Great and Magnificent. . 
Thoſe atcributes the Chriſtian World does give, 
And thoſe from tear and Envy you receive. 
If who but hear your goodnels give no leſs, 
Whae muſt ſhe pay whom it vouchſafes to bleſs? 
Selym. What muſt you pay ? 


O char ſtrange word ! might I preſcribe the way, } 
How choſe fair Eyes cheir Gratitude ſhould pay ; 
I Miler-like, ſhou'd for fuch payment ſue, > Aſide 


As would t'enrich my ſclf the World undo, 
But ſhame and Friendſhip interpole between | 
My wand'ring wiſhes, and that ſplendid Scene. 5 
Fair Creature _ 

Tſabe! Generous Sir —— 

Solym. No more ! | 
Think Pve oblig'd you lefs, or if I had done 
What might deſerve applauſe, yet pay me none. 
For ſince her Eyes have done too much before, 
Why ſhould her Wir advance the Conquerour ? Ad 
Since, I have the Mortal ſtroke already found, five. 
*Tis corturing of me to enlarge the wound. 

Iſabel. Then what I muſt not, my whole Sex ſhall pay, 
For the ſtrange wonders of our Nuptial Day 3 ' | 
Lovers ſhall in their Temples ſing your praiſe, 
And add their Mirtle Chaplers to your ves 

Solym. Fair excellence, no more : Here, Ibrahim, haſte, 

[ Gives ber to Ibrahim. 

Begone and hold that Bzauteous Treaſure faſt. 
Begon?, whilſt L have power to bid you goe. 

lbrab. We have receiv'd his Royal Grace too ſlow. 
His Daughters ſtrugglings wrongs reſume their pow'rs, | To Iabel, 
Ler us recire whilſt che bleſt Minute's outs. 

Solym. Quick, fly with your rich Prize, leſt you delay, 
Till chat Storm riſe, will drown you if you ſtay. 
[ Ex. Ibrah. and Iſabel. 


And is ſhe given into a Rivals Hand ? 
Seiz'd and pollz1s'd,and all by my command? 


He 
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He from my bleeding Heart tears that fair prey 3 
And in that Rape forces my Life away. 
[ Ex. Attendanss to Tbrahim and Ifabella. 
Stay Prince, to you, and to Mora, I dare | 
The neareſt Secrets of My Sul declare. 
I'm grown fo alte1*d, and deform'd a thing 3 
In- Solyman you'll ſcarce find out your King, 
An impious and devouring flame has raz'd 
All in me that was good, all that was great defac'd : 
Thar like che World in its laſt Funeral fires, 
After chat infinice Maſs conſum'd, expires ; 
Where once fo bright an Orb of glory was ; 
Torments and Hell till up the empty ” Avon 
Ulam. Thole Thoughts, whence this diſorder'd Language grew, 
Have ſome great caule : 
Solym. Yes, and a ſtrange one too. 
Pm practiſing the Giants War agen : 
I've ſeen that Heav'n I would unjuſtly win. 
In one mean a&t, my Honour I Dethrone : . 
From Ibrabim's Friend, I am his Rival grown. 
Ulam. For his, For hers, for your owr. glories ſake, 
Some care of your declining Friendſhip take. 
Her, by your Kingly promiſe. you have made ; 
Your Daughter, him your Son , Rights which Cinvade, 
Will ſo much ſtain your worth, eclipſe your light, 
That your own Mirrour will your Soul attright ; 
That he who once made trembling Nations ſhake, 
Will at h's own ſurprizing Image quake. 
Solym. Theſe reaſons my Convertion might have wrought, 
Were I not coo much harden'd in my Faulr. 
Bur U/ama | Love and muſt Enjoy ; 
No Argument can that Reſolve deſtroy. 
In this extream my deſp*rate cauſe detend, 
Not as my Reaſons, bur my Paffions Friend. 
O tell me how 
I may my Love without a Crime purſue ; 
Sooth me, and flatter me, deceive me, do: 
Hide all thole ſtains that make ic an offeace, 
And Cheat me wich a glimpſe of Innocence. 
Morat. What need of Cheats ? Is cheir a happineſs 
That the Worlds Lord ſhould wiſh and not poilets ? 
You wrong your ſelf, and our great Prophet too, 
To yield co grief, and nor your joys purſue : 
Kings are his care, nor are their pathons tir'd 
By common heat of Blood, bur things infpir'd. 
'Tis the Erernal Will thac does ordain 
Your Love or Hate; nor can that act in vain. 
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If your Bliſs only by her Love's attain'd, 

For you then ſhe's by providence ordain'd. 

Why to your ſelf then, are you ſo unkind, 

To feed your own deſpair; why, to Man-kind, 

To let their Monarch languiſh ; why*to Heav'n 

Thus to refuſe what th'High decrees have giv'n ? 
Solym.No, kind Morat ; our Prophet does ordain, 

Monarchs with Honour ſhould their joys obtain : 

And when that Rock ſtops our forbidden way, 

Pow'r muſt not climb where Virtue bids us ſtay. 

Ar. Honour and Friendſhip fafe, with ail her charms, 

That Beauty ſhall be lodg'd within your Arms. 

Pur his Allegiance to this glorious Teſt ; 

Tell him you Love, and make her your requeſt, 

When he ſhall know ſuch ador'd greatneſs dies, 

If not recover*d by that Ladies Eyes 3 

What will not ſo much Loyalty perform, 

To guard his King from ſuch a threat'ning Storm ? 

By Heav'n he will prefent her on his Knees. = 
Solym. Love ne'er makes Gifts ſo Prodigal as theſe. 
Mor. B2 not deceir'd, your pow'rful influence try. 
S:/ym. How, not deceiv'd ? Yes, you deceive me. 
Mor. I. 

Selym, Yes and I thank you for the Courtehie. 

Though all that you have faid in my defence, 

Are Reaſons as remoy*d from Truth and Senſe, 

As I'm from Peace : Yet ſuch my Paſſion is; 

Pm charm'd ev'n with Imaginary bliſs. 

Love, when thy pow'rs diſtracted fancies ſeize, 

Hope in all forms: tho? ne'er ſo falſe can pleaſe. | 
Ulam. Recall your wandering Thoughts from fuch falſe Dreams, 

And free your ſelf from all theſe wild extreams : 

This low deſire and humble thought ſurmount, 

And your own happier Scenes of*Love recount : 

Think of that dazling form, ſo far above 

Natures lefs lights, your Roxolana's Love. 

Solym. There! Oh "tis there I'm loſt ! that only Name, 

Brands my inconſtancy with guilt and ſhame, 

Her right I, irreligious I, have ſtole ; 

She, who ſo long has ſingly ſway'd my Soul ; 

To whom I've ſworn that Faith ſhould ne'er remove, 

And dedicated an immortal Love 

A Love ſo facred, as ſhould neicher have 

Anend on this ſice, nor beyond the Grave : 

Down go her Altars, and her pow'r decays ; 

To a new$Saint I a new Temple raiſe. [ Ex. Sol. and Mor. 

Ulam. This|::rec miſt to Roxolana; ſhe 


Mult hear her faicklefs Lord's Apoſtacy. 
The 


———— 
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The early knowledge of this dang'rous Love, 

May give her means her dangers to remove. 

Pll waken all che forces of her Heart; 

Rowze all her charms, her policy and art, 

To re-eſtabliſh her declining pow'r : | 

I to my Truſt was never falle before. \ 

But am I falſe cCoppoſe his Crimes ! to ſerve 

Such excellence, ſuch greatneſs to preſerve ! 

To be his Vertues and her Honours guard ! 

Friendſhip's a Tyrant, if*t has Laws ſo hatd. 

But why did I ſ2e Roxolana laſt ? 

Why was that Jewel in the Turkiſh Diadem plac'd, 

To thine fo bright, and yet be priz'd no higher ? 

Can he, whom ſuch Raies warm, 

Be led aſtray by any wand'ring fire ? 

Well are thy Enſigns, the inconftant Moon ; " 

Had ſhe been deſtin'd ro adorn my Throne, 

She had met. a kinder Clime under a Perſian Sun . 
Yet though I Love, and Love too late——— y 


Ezter Roxolana and Aﬀteria. 


She's here ! 
The ſtory is not for '&4ſteria's Ear. 
FIl watch the favour of a private hour. 
Rox. There was a time when my commandshad pow'r, 
After. Have they not ſtill ? 
Roxol. Then Love that Traytor leſs ; 
And your obedience in your ſcorn expreſs. 
Aſter. Love once by your conſent my Breſt did rule ; 
And can your Counſels change, and not my Soul? 
No, ſure ; like Oracles fuch goodneſs ſpoke, 
Pronounced what it meant never to reyoke. 
Hate, that rough Paflion, Natures worſt diſeaſe, 
Should be learnt only amongſt Savages, 
Thoughts more refin'd, and words of gentler Sence, 
Should be the Precepts of fuch Excellence. 
Roxol. Poor Innocenc?, abuſe your ſelf no more 3 
Think of Revenge, and thoſe fond "Tears give fer. 
Aſter. Has Ibrabim deſerv*d 1o ill as ? 
Roxol. Can ſuch” apparent Crimes diTPured be ? 
Such injuries, though by e'Otfenders Face, | 
You may Revenge, you neer can expiate. 
Aſter, Talk not of punithing fo brave a Man. 
Though hopelels I, his Love mr'{t never gain 3 
Call ic his Face, not Cruelty, when IT * 
Muſt for ſome more deſerving Beauty Cie. 
Roxol. Your anger and diſdain ſhould fwell the more, 


For being injur'd on a Riyals ſcore, 
: Who 


| Ex3 f, 
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Who can ©a meaner choice his Thoughts debaſe, 
And wrong his Life's Protettreſs and the Race 
Ot Solyman ; a man fo baſe and rude, 
You ought to ſcorn for his ingratitude. 
&fter. Ah Royal Madam, do not lay a Crime 
Upon the juſt and guiltleſs Ibrahim. * 
No doubt my Love came in too late an Hour, 
When his loſt Heart was gone beyond his power ; 
Seal'd by ſome Vows which | muſt ne er recall. 
And ſhould I be fo guilty in my fall, 
As againſt Heav'n and Nature to repine, 
Becauſe they have made Eyes more bright than mine ? 
Rexol. It Love, the payment of his Heart withſtood, 
His Hotcour ſhould have paid you with his Blood. 
Bur ſince he guilty live's abhor his Name 3 
It Juſtice can'tconvert you, then ler ſhame. 
cſter. No more 3 already you too much have ſaid, 
When, your commands can never be obey'd : 
I nzer can hate him ; though his Loſs muſt kill, 
My Murderer is my Lov'd- Ibrahim ſtill. 
The Wor'd has not that Man, whoſe worth ſhould buy 
My Life, when I for Ibrabim can die. 
Yet methinks Death I would not wiſh too near ; 
I would not goto heaven till he comes there. 
Roxol. Leave me Afteria; how can I endure 
To hear thoſe ills, my Counſel cannot cure? - Ex. Aſteria- 
Enter Ulama. 
Ulam. Pride of the World, in Beauty, Power and Love, 
Great here below, and no leſs great above : 
To Solymar's Throne by Divine Juſtice led, 
Which gave ſuch merit to adorn that Head. 
Love, which in Turkiſh Kings no limics knew, 
Bur wide and ſpreading like: their Enſigns flew ; 
By the new Miracls your Beauty wrought, 
Irs firſt and only conſtancy was taught. 
Whilſt th*Emperors wiſhes ia a Prize fo rare 
Mee all the World's delight, and center'd there. 
Roxol. How Ulama ! Is Roxolana's power 
Diſputed, that it wants an Orator ? 
Ulam. No, Madam, there, Sire Empire's abſolute, 
Your pow'r all ſhould obey, and none diſpute. 
But when ſome vlack tempeſtuous Vapours riſe, 
And with an envious Darkneſs ſhade the Skies ; 
We ſee the Sun behind a Cloud retire : 
Great Lights may be Eclips'd, though ne'er expire. 
Pardon that Tongue which muſt offend your Ear : 
And fay 
There's a St6rm riſe in Roxelang's Sphere. 
There 
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There is a Chriſtian Beauty hither come, * + © 
That has out-done the Arms of Chriſtendom. 
The Twrkiſh Creſcents were Triamphant there ; 
But their great Leader is a Captive here. 
| Rexol. Go on 
Ulam. And that which does his Pains increaſe 
Is, that this fair Invader of his peace 
Calls Ibrahim Lord; by a long -kindled Fire, 
In mutual wiſhes their twin-Souls conſpire. 
Yet not the pow'r of Friendſhip, nor the fence 
Of infinite Charms, 'th*Almighty influence 
Of Roxolana ; not this Glorious Piece, * 
Enrich'd by Nature at fo vaſt a Price, 
That 'tis undone ; a Workmanſhip fo great, ' 
As, Bankrupt Nature never can repeat : 
Not all this dazling Obje& can reſtrain 
Your wand'ring So/yman from Thoughts too mean. 
Such Thoughts that He, that's bleſt by your fair Eyes, 
And Lord of fuch a Treaſure, ſhould deſpiſe. 
Roxol. And are your Conquer'd fortunes ſunk fo far, 
That to revenge the injuries of War, 
Wanting the pow*'r toppoſe his Arms, you dare 
Invade the Sultans Breaſt, tafſault him there ? 
When by ſo infolent a Treachery, 
You would raife Storms betwixt.my King and Me ? 
He who dares breath 
Againſt th'unblemiſht Honour of my Lord, 
That Honour which has been ſolong ador'd 
By th'World and Me, not” Pray'rs nor Off*rings ſhou'd 
From ty juſt rage prote& the bold Blaſphemers Blood. 
Bue thy rude Arrogance ſhall boaſt no more 
Ttrindulgence of a gen'rous Conqueror. 
My Guards there ! [ Enter Guards 
Seize that Traytor. | Guards, ſeize Ulama. 
Ulami.. A command 
From you, I ſhould not ev*n in Death withſtand : 
But for ſome Minutes grant him a Reprieve, 
Who only for your ſervice begs to live. 
Roxol. Serv'd by ſuch Treachery ! Yes thy Canker'd Heart 
Deſerves that glory, Traytor as thou art, | 
Ulama. He who Uares falfly ſtain: your Suitzan's Fame, 
And impiouſly profage that Mighty Name, 
Deſerves more 'Torturesthan the rage of Fate 
Or Hell can give ; for he. deſerves your hate : 
Bue if your-alter'd Solyman lay by, 
Once in a Life his bright Divinity, 


- For a frail rhought 3; muſt he that knows, and he 


That cells the M icacle, Truths Martyr be ? 
D 
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Tf ſuch I muſt be, let your pow*r diſpence, 
With Life enough to prove my Innocence. 
It is enough my Sentence came from you, 
I would not willingly ſeem guilry too : 
He who from your diſpleaſure meers his Doom, 
Ne2ds no more weight to cruſh him to his Tomb: 
KR oxol. Call Solymen perjur*d, and have a pretence, 
After that word to talk of Innocence: 
Ulam. Bue Madam: 
* Roxol. Falſechood in Solyman | wer't writ ith*Stars, 
Pd not believe it : Through thoſe Charagters 
Of Night, I ſhould Heaven's ſpite and malice, fee, 
And tall their ewinkling lights as falfe as thee. 
Ulem, Would all I've faid were falfe, and I that black 
And monſtrous thing your anger does miſtake : 
So much I Roxolara's bliſs preferr 
Before Life, Fame, and all that Men call dear : 
That to unite her wandering Lord and her ; 
I wiſh by Death I could her troubles ceaſe, 
And be that Traytor to ſecure her peace. 
Rexol. Your forfeit Head—bur live—for ſhould yon die 
By Death you would but end your Infamy. . 
Your Blood by me would be too nobly fpilc : 
Live branded with my hate, and your own guilt. 
; Ezter Aſteria. 
Aſter, Madam, my happy Rival is arriv'd, 
And with fuch pomp by Solyman receiv'd ; 
With ſo much joy, -as if the ſmiles he gaye, 
Shou'd build a Monument o're a Daughters Grave. 
Rexol. What dol hear ? half he has faid is true 


Releaſe him. Guards releaſe bzus 


What if all ſhould be fo too ? 
Tis ſomething ſtrange, that Solyman ſhould treat 
His injur'd Daughters Rival in fuch ſtate : 
I fain would ask-her— but a ſudden chill 
Has ſeiz'd my blood ; ſomething methinks I f:el 
Like a cold damp came from that killing breath. 
What will the truth be then ; if Duc the tear be death ? 


FEx. all bat Ulama. 


Ulama. Are {corn and hate my Services reward ? 
Death with my Love compar'd's a task leſs hard. 
Men dye with hopes of blifs, I Love with none * 
Yet till I muſt adore where Pm undone. © 
Though by your pow'r unworthy Solyman, 

Vain are my hopes, and endleſs is my pain, 

My Pride ſhall be, I will my Love purſue 

For ks reward, with greater Faith than you. 
The End of the Second Att. 
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ACT Il. SCENE, A Room of State. 


Enter Ibrahim, and Ifabella wich Women- Attend ants. 


Ibrab. Hy generous ny that unices us now, 
Was that. which did fo long divide us two. 

For. when as my long Services reward, 

Quitting my tireſome Honours I prepar'd 

To beg my Freedom, and returning hoftne, ' 

To meet my only Joys in Chriſtendom : 

One war ſcarce. orihe, ſtill ſucceded new, 

The Sultan found freſh Kingdoms to ſubdue : 

And whilſt he had F&es toppoſe, or Crowns" to gain ; 

My Paflion with my Honour ſtrove in vain. 

Still ſtudying. to diſcharge my mighty Deb, 

I loſt my Freedom by deſerving it; + * 

By my fncoek to Solyman I grew 

Still more endear'd, and. more remov'd from:y ou. 
Iſab. So much this Juſtice merics my Applauſe, 

That had you quitted fuch a Monarchs Cauſe 

Ignobly, though for me ; ſo great a ſtain, | 

Had made.me ſhare the wrongs of Solzman. 


Enter Solyman and Morat. "# Morae 


Solym, Natholia up in Arms! I wiſh no more. | 
Rebellion ne'er was welcome rill this Hour. 
This InſaurreRion will -auſpicious prove, 
And aid me in my bold and dangerous Love, 
My fair Adopted, wich that care and arc, 
I'm, bound to creat ſuch infinite deſert : 
Thac Trembling I approach, you oue of fear 
To looſe that favour which 1 prize ſo dear ; 
When my Necellity'my Tongue muſt force, 
To make a ſhore, bur'W unkind Divorce. 
Start not at what your pleaſure may withſtand 
*Tis only, my requett, nor my command. 
But if fair //ah«/]a wou'd dilpence 
With Ibrabim's ablence to revenge his Prince, 
I'd beg my Valiant [brabim's Sword of you ; 
* The Infolent Natelians to ſubdue. 
His preſence their Allegiance. will reſtore, 
Who felt his Conquering Arm' ſo late: betore. 
And though a whilehe. does his Joys delay, 
He'll come more glorious to his Nuptial day, 
Iſabel. When Selyman's Honour, or his Dangers call, 
My Right's ſo little and my power fo ſmall : 
| D 2 I cate, 
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I can't, or if I could, I ſhould not ſta 


Their Hands, who at your Feet their Laurels lay. 
Go fight, and conquer to adorn that brow : 


Pay vour vaſt Debt to this great Monarch due. [ co Ibrah. 
What ever my own private ſufferings be, _ | 
When *ris t'advance your Fame, I ought to ſee to Solym. 


Him rather die for you, than live for me. 

Solym. Illuftrious Maid, fear not his ſafe return. 
Heav'n for your merit muſt have ſuch concern, 

*- That if his own, yet matchleſs courage cou'd 
N ot bring him fafely back, your wifhes wou'd. 

ſbreb, My Pride, and my Devotion ſhou'd embrace 
That glorious task, which your Imperiall' Grace, 
Upon your Creature, and your Slave confess. 

But thus ©afſert your Fame wou'd ruine Hers. 
Solym. How Ibrabim. 
Ibrah. Great Sir the very ſound 
Of a Seraglio will her Honour wonnd. 
Virgins their Fame fo cautiouſly ſupport, 
That ſhe's not ſafe, though lodg'd in Sohman's Court. } 
I therefore beg our ſpeedy Nuptials may 
Drive both her Dangers, and my Fears away. 
And cill our Stars my fafe return decree, 
My Palace may her San&tuatiy be. | 
Bur if the chance of War has not deſign'd 
My Life, as Fortune is not always kind : 
I at my deſtiny ſhall: leſs repine, 
To think my 1/abella once was mine 3 
Adding the Thoughts of one Days bliſs below, 
To thac eternity co-which I goe. 

Solym. I can Crates thy fear, . though 'tis unjuſt. 
My well-known Virtue checks that vain diſtruſt : 
That Conftancy which long has been my Fame, 
And render'd a Seraglio but a Name. - 

Yet &'re you go, I would campleat your Bliſs : 

But honour which commands that, hinders Wis. 

SO bright muſt 1/abella's Nuprtial ſhine, 

And I fo great Solemnities deſign ; 

Thar the o're hafty Cauſe which calls you hence, 

Does to few Hours for that great work diſpence. 
thrah. Our Nuptials with leſs State—— 

Solym. Ic is unkind 
To think fo ill of what's ſo well deſign'd : 

You flight my favours when you treat me fo. 

Ihrab. That word has filenc'd me. IfI muſt go, 
And go, e're I the Sacred Tye 'can bind, 
Of ttfunſeal'd Treaſure that I leave' behind, 
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I make a Deed of Traſt co Solyman. { gives ber to Solym, 
Here in my abſence as a Father Reign. » | 
To my great Lord her ſafety, I refign 


Whilſt I ſubdue your World, do.you guard mine. 

Solym. Guard her! that charge not her beſt Angels can 
Perform, with halfthe Zeal of an. : 
CHIN wor thy Larong oa guels, | 

ith how much yuilt I this fair charge poſſeſs ! 
*T would chill chy Blood, and an Ague there, Aſide. 
As great as is the burning Feavour here. | 
Methinks I in your looks diſcern a Pain, 
That begs this Gift ſome Minutes back again. 
Take her : Till that juſt gight's perform'd, I'm gone : 
Your parting Love admits no lookers on. { gives ber agen to Ibrah. 
Conqueſt and Arms on him I did beſtow, © ? ' 
To raiſe him once, but to deſtroy him now. 
Love of all paſſions is the wine, 4 
But when encompaſt with ſuch Crimes as mine, | de. 


e, 


By th'numtrous frailties that attend ic, then 
When we come next to Gods, we are but Men. Ns 
| ' | Exit Solym, «nd Morat. 

Iſabel. I bid you go; but guard'your precious Life 3 
For endleſs, if you die, will be my grief. F, 
T ſhall be leftin a ſtrange Court unknown, __ 
Where my dear Fame may ſuffer, 'when you're gone. 
Nay —_ z left'm a World, not 'worth''my care 
Or thought, when once my [brabim's not there. 

Ibrab. Beauty and Love ſo fair-a Scat ne'er held. 
Were not the Conſtant Sw/ran's Boſom feald ; 
TIS oe 

ſhould ſuſpe&t the Magick of your Eyes. - 

I/abel. Could Sdlyman be Calls, Cad by my pow”r, 
Though abſent, nay, though dead, yet reſt tfecure ; 
Fear not in Keav'n aflaults againſt her Love, 
Which Crowns can't buy, nor Fate it ſelf remove. 
Bur cou'd he love, there's lictle danger here.s 
What e're their pow'r is when my Ibrahinr's near 3 
He'll find, when you are abſent, ig theſe Eyes, 
More to move pity, than gain Victories. 

Ibrab. wy Ew, Vertue ; ſo much Extaſy 
In our nexe happy meeting I fore-iee : 
Did not the pain of parting make it leſs, 
My joys wou'd ev*n grow fatal by th'exceſs. 
Bur if the diſtance proſpeR is ſo clear, L 
How dazling will the bliſs be when *cis near ? 

Iſabel When you ate gone, as t'is refolv'd you mult ; 
My Tears in ſolicade will be ſo. unjult ; 
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And Til perform my Loves fad Rites ſo yl 
As ſhall convert a Palace to a Cell : 
And if the War ſhould take your Life away 3 
(But ck far diſtant 'be thar Kcal day.) | 
From Courts; and' from' the tirefome'world Pll fly, 
And your juſt Mourner in, a Cloyfter die. 

Ihrab. Oh mecchleſs Faith! They who would ſearch about. 
The World, #o find thy Vertues equat out, 
Muſt take a ourney tonger than the'Sun, 

And Pilgrimsdie, ere half cheig Tate 'is run.” 


Enter Aſteria. , je 

Aſteria here. .. m z4#ip iy 

T/abel. Do I my Rival ſee? * I 
Is this che Beauty, you refusd for me ? 

Afer. Fair envy'd Maid! 'Tis, not enough.that you. 
Should only Confuce” you muſt Tryumph $90.. 
Your Beatty *has' no litgle Trophy. Wen; ,; 

When it is prais'djby her it has undone :,.,. | 

Sze here a  Monarch's mourning Daughter-brought 

To ſ{pzak che glories by a Rival wrought : 

Mrs. of more than all.che World. can boaſt ; 

Mrs. of all Aſeria's hopes have loſt, 
Iſabel, Can fo much Beauty mourn? If there” 5 that Breaſt 

That can'the force of thoſe fair. Eyesxefilt, © 

The Fault's in Fortune, not,your want. of pow'r\, 

I ſaw him firſt, and in the luckieſt Hour : 

You only came too. late to gain | chat Heart 3. 

And are in chance owt-rival'd, nor deſert : 

But am I ſafe againſt ſuch, charms ? 1 yiew 

Freſh dangers in the Wonders odg'd i in YOu... - 
Aſter. O do not fear that, I'd, invade your dhe! 

I would not make*him wretch pal I 'might'3 

if Deſtiny cou'd &er have.m e His, 

His Soul all-mine ; in that high yg -= of bliſs, 

I ſhou'd have pitty'd King's ; thought Crowns leſs dear 3 

To command worlds, not worth obeying here, 

Bute could he now be mine, the dearec joy 

He loſt in you, would his Lif2% peace. deſt:oy. 

But know I'd n&er cloud -him to.make me ſhine ; 

I would not ſhake his peace though to crown mine. 
Ihrahb. Mirrour of Vertue ! ſtop thoſe Tears, and treat 

Ingratitude at a much juſter rate : 

Your hate and ſcorn ſhou'd my deſerts repay, 

Caſt not fo ill thoſe facred Pearls away. 
After. Not mourn for Ibrahim ! yes! and die 3 butit , 

Fate for a while protects my weary Lite, 

*Tis only leiit me to be kind to you :S——— 
lzrab., No longer this atoniſhing Theam purſue. 


Aſter. 
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Aſter. O Sir,+there hangs a Commet over your. Head, 
A threatning Star-in gloomy [Horrors ſpread. ++ + {| 
Iſabel. Say, Madam, what's that Ruine'that's ſo-near, 5 | 
Dangers are his Familiars, but not fear. oo 4707 
Aſter. My Cruel Father oh chat Sacred'Namse : 
None but a Daughter to pronounce his ſhams! 
My Father, Sir, has laid his Vertue down, 
Has ſhaded all the luſtre of his Crown ; 
And in that black degenerate diſguiſe, 
Has ſeen his Ibrabim's Saint' with impious Eyes: 
Ibrab. Tortures and Hell ! 
Iſabel. Oh would this found of Death, - 
Had found a paſlage from ſome Villains Breath ; 
Some Infidel or Helliſh Minifter : 
There might be hopes then my deluded Ear 
Had been abus'd, and:ſome brib'd Traitor ſpoke 3 
But there's too great Credentials in that look. 
Ibrab. Quick, quick, dear Madam, kill apacez go on, 
Say what black Hour this Cruelty begun ? 
How fatally the ſudden Tempeſt rite, 
That would put out my light, and eclipſe his. 
Aſter. To Ulama he has reveal'd his ſhame, 
Tis from his Mouth, the facal fecret came : 
. And that your fight may not his hopes debar, 
He takes the occaſion of ch*approaching War 
| To make his paſſage free ; whillt you are ſenc 
To conquer, 'tis a ſplendid baniſhment. 
Bur fly dear Sir, leave an Inhumane Court, 
Where glorious ills their gaudy pomp fappore. 
Fly to ſome kinder Clime, 
Where both from dangers and from fears remor'd, 
For ever love, and bs for ever lov'd 3 
Free from all Jealoufie, Cares, and diſtruſt, 
Live, a long happy Life when I am Duit. 
And Madam, do not think I am unkind To» IHabel. 
In courting him, co leave his pow'rs behind, ; 
And all his Honours quit : You who can dwell 
Securely with ſach merit in a Cell, 
Will make your Joys the loſs of Crowns ſupply, 
If you but love him half fo well as L 
Iſabel. Great" Solyman has found an early Heir ; 
Vertue hg left his Breaſt to'inhabit here. 
AFter. Yr when I bid you flye, and from all harms, 
Remove you to be ſafe in [5rabim's Arms: 
I make you happy, but with all the Pain 
Deſpairing Love and bleeding Hearts ſuſtain. 
Forc'd by my Piety and Love, 1 muſt 
A Rival bleſs romake a Father jult ; 


Ilrab. 
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Ibrob. But Madam, when ſhe's ſafe, ſafe in my pow'r, 
From ſplendid Goals, and Rival Kings ſecure : 
Then what requital can I make, who owe 
My Life, and all that makes Life dear to. you. 
Aſter. The payment I ſhall ask, will eaſie be ; 
Only remember you were ſav'd by me : 
And if my memory be worth your care, 
Then I'm o'er-paid for all my favours here. 
Ihrab.. Fear not my payment then if that be all, 
On you, as on my Tutelar Saint Pl call. 
Aſter. What you reſolve, muſt inſtantly be done ; 
Whilſt we diſcourſe the precious Minutes run. 
Morat, and his Confederates haunt this Ground, 
And ev*n her Guards already watch het round. 
But for her ſafety I have found the way. 
Ibrab. Speak Author of my Heav'n, and Tll obey. 
Aſter. You know what Turkiſh cultom 
Has with th'Imperial ongyees long prevail'd ; 
A Sultaneſs ne*er walks abroad Unveild : 
She then by my retinue and my Shape, 
Shall in my borrow*d Veil make an eſcape: 
My Woman I've engag'd Cattend her flight, 
And to avoid all dangers by my ſight. 
To keep the Cheat from all diſcovery, 
Till ſhe's gone ſafe, I will her place ſupply. 
Iabel. I muſt not buy my Freedom at that rate, 
Expoſe you to incur your Fathers hate. 
Have I no other way Cattain my bliſs ? 
Afer. What other way ? or where's the Fault in this? 
Iſabel. It on no other Ground my fafety*s built, 
I muſt refuſe that Bliſs avoid this Guilr. 
Aſter. Were I to flye with Ibrabim, I ſhould find, 
Not half theſe Arguments to ſtay behind. 
1/abel. Rather then let my Guardian be undone, 


Tll periſh by that ſtorm I muſt not ſhun: 


Tortures and Death's the worſt, and thoſe Pll bear, 
Rather chan fin againſt my Honour here. 

After. T am his Daughter, and have pow'r Caſlwage, 
With a few Tears an angry Father's rage : 
But you he loves, loves with a lawleſs Flame, 
And no ſmall pow'r can violent paſſions tame. 

Ibrab. Madam, the kind Sa/tana's gift embrace ; 
Stop not the Torrent of her Royal Grace. - 

I/abel. Muſt ſhe then ſtay to ſuffer in my place ? 
Muſt I requite her with returns fo rude, 
And buy my ſafety with ingratitude ? 

Aſter. Oh flye Sir, I conjure you do not ſtay ; 
Will you not once, not once my will obey : 


—_ 
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You'll pay a Life's obedience to hey pow's, 
And ſhall not I command you for:an Hour 2 
Ibrahb. Let not her foft Emtreaties be withſtood, 
Since ſhe like Heav'n is pleas'd with doing good-; , 
To her a Father cannot be uakind ; | 
The breach your abſence makes, her Prayers-may bind. 
Iſabel. Were | aflur'& her Dangers were not great: 
. *#-.*Twere hard when ſhe commands and you intreat ; 
T*oppoſe ſuch force ———— 
Aſter. Have I the conqueſt won ? 
Now all my bufinefs iqy che World is done ; * 
I cannot fall more low, nor raiſe you higher. 
Ibrab. Farewell ! k 
| And. generous efcellence; when we retire, *, | 


"# 


Oblig'd by goodneſs at this vaſt excels, 
We're Ap en muſt bluſh at happineſs — 

Aſter. Stay yet : If I muſt never fee you ſhore, | 
One tavour let my breaking Heart imptore : * . 
When Mifſer-like, you witha greedy Eye, [fo [label. 
Seize thoſe kind looks for whigh” I mourn and die : 
Amidft your ſcenes of Joy ſhall 1brabim: be ' 

Permitted bye to ſteal one ſigh for me ? 

- [ſabel. Permit his Sighs, yes, and command em too : 
By m miſſion he ſhall pay that due. 

when Tnrdead ——(bur I ſhall ask too far! ) 


*'s Name let fall a Tear ? no # 
and ! Bue be far that hour remov'd : - ay 
Snch vertue muſt of Heaven be more beloy'd 3; | & 
Then t'have a Rain i ſhort: yer if we ſhall | 
Sufvive the generous A4ſterie's fall : 
Poube not the pious Tribute of his Tears, 
My Eyes thallbe his griefs Remembranoers, 
Each Sigh he cakes, each Tear he ſheds ſhall warm 
My Breaſt, and to our. Loves be a freſh charm. - 
© Afr. And will you do all this? [ro Ibral 
Ibrab. Do't, with as true . 
A TZzal, 'as che fam'd Veſtals ever knew : 
With Piety more conſtant and intire . * © 
Your aſhes I'il- adore, than they their fire. 
Aſter. Now I have all my wiſhes dere implore : 
You cannot gtant, nor muſt 1 ask you more : | 
Bur Sir; if e'er | 
You are diſtreſt agen (which Heav?ni forbid ! ) 
 -, Callonmy:Name : Pll be your Guard though dead; - ” 4; 
Yor fufe in Love there is fo ſtrong a tye, : . 
_ Thateven my Ghoſt will be as kind as L 
x [ Exit-Ibrahi. azd Iſabel. ich Aſtetias Attend args. 


. 
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Oh 1/abella! thus to ſet thee free, 
What has love done for him, deſpair for thee ? 
I've giv*n hopes, happineſs, and life away, 
And dearly for that generous act muſt pay : 
I in his abſence feel his killing pow'r-z 
Alas! my ruine was too near before : 
Yet now as if it came too flowly pac'd, 
I have turn'd Prodigal to make more haſt. 
Mulick directed here ! what can this mean ? 
A Song # Jung from within. 


SONG 
No Art Loves Influence can deſtroy. 
In vaine would Captige'Kinss their Chains unlooſe, * 
When the blind” Boy | 
The Thunderer bim{elf could n&er oppoſe. _ 
Dreſt up in warions forms by Heawn be left, 
Andyprattisd in diſguiſe the amorous 'iheft. 
But if Ommipotince ſo chang'd could be, 
Fair Celia wender not to {ee | 
Thy Vaſſal as diſguis'd, and as traniform'd as be, 


Aſter. Oh ! now find the Myſtery ! 'tis plain. 
This entertainment came from Solyman. 
No, King, were thy intended Vidtim here; $42 th 
In vain you'd court her Sence, and treat her Ear : oo” Mc 
She who poſleſſes 1brabim's Heart- — gl 34 
Her thoughts no room for ſuch mean Charms can yield,** AV? 
Her Breaſt is wich more noble Raptures fill'd. 

Enter Solyman «nd Morat. 


= + % *% * 
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My Father here! | . 
This fight drives all my blaſted hopes away ; 
Can his wild paſſion brook no longer ſtay ? 
| Abſconds ber ſelf amongſt Iſabella's. Womes. 
Solym. Theaſcent is dang'rous, and no common care, ; 
-Nar haſty fteps can make approaches there : 
I muſt with wide and diftane Courtſhip move, 


Before I ſally out and call ic Lyve. | 
Af | Approaches and finds Aﬀeria, 


Aſteria ! Torture of my Soul! what's here—— : [afide, 
Where is the Chriſtian Princeſs ——« 
Oh my fear [ Aſide. 


Aﬀer. Your Pardon Royal Sir, 
Solym. My Love's diſclos'd 
And all my Guilt and Infamy expos'd.  [Le#fiae. 
Where is ſhe ? | | 
Aſter. Pardon an Ad of Piety and Love, 
When I to guard pow Honour, durit remove 
A ttceatn'd Riya | | 


Solym. 
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" Solym. Raviſh'd from my pow'r ! | 
And my own Daughter a conſpirator ——— [ 4fade, 
Effeminate Vertue, hence flye from my ſight. 
Aſter. Can Solymaz in Cruelty delight ? 
No, be as juſt as I. | 
Solym. Ceaſe thy fond Grief ; 
Be gone, and to thy abſcence owe thy Life. 
Aſter. Then I retire : Not far-che fear of Death ; | 
That I can bear, but not your angry Breath— [ Ex. Aſter. 
Solym. This fatal Story muſt take Air from you : {To Mor. 
How came my Love diſcover'd ? Traycor how ? 
If **was thy Tongue that durſt the ſecret tell, 
Thou hadſt better had thy Soul # deep in Hell, 
As Pm beneath the Stars, than ſpeak that word. 
Mor. I tell the Secrets of my Sacred Lord! @ 
By all that's good to Heaven, not fo true, 
Not half ſo conſtant to my prays as you. 
Solym, How+got ſhe hence? where is ſhe ? 
Mor. To me, it no leſs Riddle did appfar, 
To find her gone, than ſe Aferis here : 
If my Eyes fail'dMe not, ſome Minutes ſince 
I ſaw this very Lady part from hence 3 o# 
And led by Ibrahim, _— _—_ : 
Solym. Then ſhe has made eſcape 
By the affiſftance of Afer:a's ſhape : 
. Fly, ſeize *em both ; and bring 'em Priſoners here. 
© Do it, as thou lov'It happinels; find her, 
Or loſe thy Lite and Ms, 


Enter Roxolana and Mirva. 


My Guards are thine : | . 
Shew me that Faee agen, or,ne'er ſee mine. 
Roxcl. You were diſcoiing : Royal Sir; go on : 
I will be fiient call my Lord has done. 
For Monarchs ſure ſhould fpeak fuch Sacred things, 
That all ſhould liſten co the Voice of Kings. 
Solym.” Am 1 with ſhame on every fide belzc ? | 
This Face | cill this Hour with pleaſure me. . Ajide. 
Roxol. I durſt not, Sir, bave' ventur'd to. appear 
Within this place, were the fair Chriſtian here : 
But in her abſence I am bolder grown, 
The meaneſt Star looks out when the Sun's gone. 
Solym. Is it your Wit.or Anger makes you thus 
Severe, againlt our Chriſtian Gueſt, and us? 
Roxol, Sultan, it is my ruin brings me here, 
The Evening of my glorious Day draws near. 
From all my long bleſt hours and ſhining Light, 
I cake the proſpect of Eternal Night. 


E 2 Solym. 
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Solym. Whence Roxolana ſhould this fear proceed ? , 
And by what Fate is this black Changeadecreed ? 
Roxol, How Sultan! Can you kill me and not know 
The cruel Hand that gives the fatal Blow ? 
Thetfe& is bur roo ſire, roo plain the cauſe, 
When his kind Smiles my alter'd Lord withdraws. 
Solym. Why to your felf will you ſuch pains contract, 
And tear thoſe injuries I ſcorn to at? 
If trom my Smiles your greatnefs takes irs Fate, 
1 will ſmile on, fince that ſupports, your State: 
Roxal. Nay then 1 feel my certain Deſtiny : 
Are Empty imiles -all you have lefe for me 2. 
Suitan ! that's not your Love byt*Tharity. 
And of your Charicy muſt I the obje&t grow ? 
Can Reoxolana haves fall fo low ? 
Chriſtian, thgn baſft pertorm'd a es part, 
To make this Change in my dear Swſtar's Heart. . 


Solym. Well Emprels ! Since fuch pow'cful' Tears I find, 


To mourning Roxc/ana I'll be kind. 
Roxol, O my faine hopes ! 


Solyn. Diſſembling in a King, od 
Would be coo abj&& and too bale a thing. p 
And chetefore I this fuyvoucawill imparc, b 


Pll give yag the cruz Picture of my Heart : 
I Love that Princeſs— 

Roxal. O my Death! | 

Solym. And to that height that nothing can remove, 
My reſolution to purſue my Love : 

I'} profecute all the long-practis'd Arts 
That Majeſty e'er found ro conquer Hearts., 

Koxol. Nay, ncw you are more Cruel than before. 
Was't not enough 1 did your Tos deploge ? o 
But theighten my deſpair, muſt your own Breath, 

To make my fall more loud, proclaim my Death ? * 
'T had been enough thave met a ſilent Doom. 
Muſt the black Cloud have Thunder in its Womb ? 

Solym. Why is your Fall and Death by Solyman wrought? 
By Heav'n I've no ſuch malice in-my Thought. 

My Thoughts flow purer : No black ſtream runs here. 
Love fills my Breaſt, and makes the Current clear ; 
And Love that's the 'impetuous- Tide of Souls, 

No Majeſty, no Sacred name controuls. 

But from its pow'r its Innocence does hold, 

As tt*Acts ofHeav'n are good, becauſe they*re uncontroPd. 

Roxol. There was a "Time ! (but oh 
That K&oxolana lives to {peak that word !) 

When my ſtill Loy'd, and my ,once loying Lo:d 


Vow'd 


. Diverſion for a Lover in my Pain ? | [ Aſide. 
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Vow'd ati Eternity of Faith to Me ; 

And call'd on Heav'n to witneſs that decree-: 

But now unkindly does that Heav'n invoke, 

To ſee his Vows and Sacred Promiſe broke. 

The Days, the Seaſons, and the Years go on, 

And Nature her unalter'd courſe does run: 

Bue why's not the United World unhing'd; 
When that bright Vertue, which ſhould rule'*c,is chang'd ? 
Since Honour can be violated there, . 

Why does not Nature your Confuſion ſhare ? 

Is Solyman's Word more conſtant than its Lord ? 

Solym. 'Tis true : I gave you my Imperial word 
To love you, and have done it to the height : 
Beauty was never treated in more State-: 

A Nuptial Tye, and ſharer in a Throne, 
To all my Predeceſlors was unknown. 

Roxol. Yes Sir 3 you raisd me to a Crown, forſook 
The rude delights your wild. Fore-Fathers took. 
Whew from the feeble charms of multicude, 
And change, your Heart with one pure flame cndu'd 
Was all entire to Roxolane giv*n : 
As Converts quit Idolatry for Heav'n, 
To that [ own'd my. Happineſs 3 but know, 
*Tis to that too, I do my Ruine owe. 

Solym. Death 3 how fhe.cortures me ? Is this 


No news of ]/abel/a here again ? 
Roxol. Had Solyman lov'd like other Turkiſh Kings. 

And I been” one of thoſe rame ſuffering things, 

Who as your Slaves, your ſcatter'd Favours caught, 

I in the Crowd bad had. no higher Thought. 

Bue from that Hour I was the Szltan's Wite, 

My Soul grew with the glories of my Lite. 

My infinite Knowledge makes my Pains excels : 

Remembrance is the Plague of Greatneſs in diſtreſs. 
Solym. When to thoſe Eyes I ſwore I would be true, 

*T was to the Worlds Variety in you. 

All your whole Sex for you I did forſake, 

Who, had all that Beauty which they joyn'd coul.l make. 

And as I conſtantly perform'd that Vow, : 

For the ſame reaſon 1 am alter'd now: | . 

Then call me not inconſtant, nor unkind, | - © 

Who greater Charms in [/abelfa findg————— Ex, SOLy mM. 
Roxol. Negle&ted was too much! but lighted too ! 

Who could expect thefe barbarous wrongs from you ? 

Sultan, what &er thy falſehood ſhall deſign, 

My Luſtre chrough thy hate and ſcorn ſhall ſhine. 

Ju!t Gods ! | | 

Deicn 1 
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Defend my Vertue 3 Guard my facred Fame, 
Than whom nane neafer to your God-heads came : 
Do'r, as your Honour and your Pow'rs divine : 
Prove your own Greatneſs by your care of mine. 

AMirv. Doubt not thulmmoreal Juſtice in your cauſe. 
Since your Apoſtate Lord his heart withdraws ; 
Heav'n will revenge the wrongs to ſuch a Saint : 
If there can be a greater puniſhment, 

Then th* offence 3 to hold ſo rich, fo bright 
A Trealure, and want ſence to value it. 

Roxol. Falſe though he it——=—— 

So much reſpect is to his greatneſs dre, 
I may impeach his Treaton, but not you. 

Mirv. But ſay the World could yield as great a Man 
In Birth, in Love, more great than Solyman ; 

Who did. for Roxolana's Beauty die, 

And with a Love as Innocent, as high 
That will'd no greater a reward tobtain, 
Than his fair Murderers pitty of his Pain. 
Could you-permit — 4 

Roxl. That He ſhould tell me fo? 

Mirv. Only to eaſe your grief, and let you know 
Your Love is not unfortunate alone : "i 
Since there are Miſeries beyond your own. 

Roxol. If ſuch.a Traytor to my Fame there be, 
That thinks Lave Innocent, when ſpoke to me : 
Conceal his Name, as you would guard your Lifz. 
Bur if a ſilent Death can caſe his grief, 

Let him love on, and die without my frown. 

For if his Inſolence his love dares own, 

And breath t'afpiring thought, he ſhall receive, 
The cruelPſt Doom that Hate and Rage can give. 


Enter Ulama. 


Mirv. Take heed, great Sir, ſuppreſs your dang rous flame, 
There's Death and Ruinemn the very Name: [ 4frde to Ulam. 
Ulam. Fair Empreſs, They, who ſo much Beauty meec 
Ought to ſtrow Flowr's and Laurels at your Feet. 
The voice of Triamph ſhould your Ears delight 3 
But I approach you like thoſe Birds of Night 3 
Which hov2ring near great Palaces, ſtill come 
Witch gheir harſh Notes t'expreſs ſome” threaCning doom. 
Such your hard Fortune is, and ſuch is mine. 
Your cruel Lord (but oh that Fate ſhoul'd joyn 
Wich Cruelty ! ) by his wild paſſion led, 
Has ſeiz'd the Chriſtian Princeſs as ſhe fled ; 
Roxol. More weight to my deſtru&ion ! 


Ulaw. 
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Ulam. How much this accident may his fierce rage, 
'Gainſt an Offending Rival's Life engage, 

Is yet not fully known : Only thus far 
He, has given away the conduct of the War 
From Ibrabim. Such Madam is my fear 
For you, ſo great my dread of dangers here 
That though my Vows and pray'rs pay you that Debt 
Which all Mankind does owe; and to 
our Glory, wiſh you all your pow*'r can meet; 
The World at your comient,ondMendechs at your Feet : 
Yet whilſt ch*1maginary pomp goes on, 
And my fierce Zeal exalts you on a Throne, 
As high as Heav'n and no les glorious too. 
Not all theſe thoughts can guild my fears for you. 

Roxel. Obliging Prince, lo-great-has been your Sence, 
Both of py Wrongs and of my Innocence 3 
That in return of ſuch a generous part, 

Fll cruſt you with the ſecrets of my Heare. 

This falſe, unkind, ungrateful S0/ 

Does o'er my Heart that abſolute Monarch reign, 
That to whatever Crimes his Rage dares flye : 

My Lov*s Immortal, though my pow'r can die. 

So th*Indian worſhips the Infernal Pow'rs, 

And periſhes by that which he adores. 

Ulam. How mortal would this found of horror be 
To one that lov'd, unlels he lov'd like me ? 

Her Vertne to her Beauty lends new fire, 
And both their Charms I equally admire. 

Mirv. I've ugd rhy pow'r; but your vain hopes forbear, 
Should but the name of Love reach her chafte Ear, 
Her pride and ſcorn would into Vengeance flye—— 

Ulam. | thank her for ſo juſt a Cruelty, 

And bluſh to think I durft her Virene try. , | 
For could the yield to hear one ſigh trom me, 
Her Vows and Nuptial Faich would injur'd be. 
And true Love were a ſtranger to my Breaſt, 
If I could wiſh her ill co-make me bleſt. - ©" 
Be conſtanc ſtill, and all my pride ſhall be, 
To reconcile thy Faithleſs Lord + and- thee. 
For ſince I muſt expe& thoſe wounds ſhe gave, 
Will quickly bring me drooping to my Grave : 
My unſtain'd Soul will then Triumphant fly, 
When thus for the Worlds Empreſs ſhall die..-. 
Others love only. as their Hope itands fair, 
But Llove on to propagate delpair. 


@ The Eng of the Third dit... 
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| Exit. 
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ACT IV. SC ENE, The Seraglio. 


Enter Iſabella Guarded by Morat and other Attendants. 


Mor at. | op an.aQ.of Violence from his Hand; & 
Who only -Execuces his King Command. 


Enter Solyman. 


Solym, Fair. Cruelty | how eou*'d you flye from him, 
Whole only Fault was Love, and that's a Crime, 

The Gods muſt pardon; tor hey pradiſe-ir. 
Love ev*n in Paradice does Triumphanrſit. 

Iſabel. How can you thus4hte name of Love profane ? 
Give no more breath to words of ſuch a ſtrain, 

_ Then you would lend a Tongue to Blaſphemy. 

Sulym, Can you make wounds fo-deep you ſtare to ſee ? 
And willfully be deaf to'all my pain : 

To Sighs ſent from the Heare in which you reign ? 
Some pitty of your Captives torture take, 

That breath but like Confeflions from a Wrack. 
The Gods are only to the Damn'U'ſoftria, 

To ſhut their Ears 'gainſt Torments they inflic, 

Iſabel. Is this a Father's Voice ?. Is this a Friend ; 

To Ibrahim? Can Majeſty deſcend X _” 
Ta Crime ſo low, the meaneſt Staves have ſcorg'd ? 
Were we for this wickiglendid names adorn'd ? 
He call'd your Son, I your Daughter made, 
Only to be more cruelly betray'd ! 

Solym. *Tis true, I gave him all I had pow'r to give, 
I bid him happy in your favour lire : 
Aridignorantly. paſt that blind Decree, 

Till in your loſs I did-my Ruine ſee. - 

Your pow'rful form preſt nearer to my Soul, 

And thence my +50 ant+ Soveraign freedonr ſtole ; 
.My fancy painted all the joyes of life in you ;. 
And in your loſs ten thouſand Horrors drew. - 

Iſabel. Oh Cruel King! how can you wound my Ear 
With thoſe dire ſounds I ſcarce have life to hear : 

When the moſt ſacred Vows you dare invade, 
That Heav'n cer heard;. or Lovers ever made ! 

Solym. How mercileſs can you your pow'r diſguiſc, 

Can youu that queſtion ask, *and wear thoſe 56h 

I/abel. At from cheir Influence your guile atrile : 
Wou'd Thad been born of ſome black Ethiope-rage, 
Wor'fia dark Veile of Natare o'er my Face: * 

| . | - And 
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And for the want 
Of outward force which Ihrabim's Heart ſhould bing, 


Had caught him only with a beauteous Mind. 

Thus free from dang'rous Eyes, and fadeing Charms, 
My peace ſecur'd from a wild King's Alarms ; 

You had not then my Perſecutor turn'd, 

Nor the fair injur'd Roxolana mourn'd. 

We had liv'd ſafe from Tortures and deſpair, 

Not wrong'd by th'Great, nor envy'd by the Fair. 

Solym. Are you fo faithful then to Ibrabim, 

That you would rob the world in love to him ; 

To with thoſe Eyes obſcure ? yet if they were, 

Had thoſe Eyes been, thoſe Twins of light, lefs fair ; 
Then Crowns and Empires might my peace have bought, 
And a wide World had filld my bounded thought. 

Iſabel. Oh hold ! this too unkind diſcourſe give o'er —- 

My Ibrahims dear, but my bright Honour more. 
Think how you do not only injure him, 

Conſpire againſt your once lov'd Ibrahim: 
But whilſt Ym forc'd to hear the frightful name, 
Of Impious Love, you wound my tender Fame. 

Solym. If of your Honour you fo tender prove, 
Expreſs it by your ſcorn of Ibrabim's Love. 

You only wrong your Fame in loving him, 
(Unworthy as he is) —— but end that Crime. 

Iſabel. Oh Heaven ! what do I hear ? 

Solym. He is a Thiet ! 

A Traytor! for a mean and baſe relief, 
Again as dang'rous Love, he ſtole you hence. 

Iſabel. It that's a Crime, 'twas mine not his offence. 
Your black deſigns had made me dread your ſight 
So much, I us'd not only Prayers t* invite, 

But my Commands to make him aid my flight. 
Solym. Fair Torturer of my Soul, ſince you could be 
So kind to him, and ſo ſevere to me ; 
Expiate that fin, of which you are the cauſe: 
His Head is forfeit by the Turkiſh Laws. 
Now if you love him, reconcile our ſtrife ; 
Your Heart's the only Ranſom of his Life. 
*Tis true, I'm led by paſſion to diſclaim 
My Vertue, wrong my Friendſhip, ſtain my Fame : 
I ſee the Precipice, but cannot ſtay : 
Love runs me down, and drives my Soul away. 
My paſſion for that Beauty is ſo high, 
ThisI reſolve, this I muſt do, or die. 
Iſabel. In vain you threaten me with Ibrahim's Death. 


Think not my long inviolable Faith, 
F Poor, 
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Poorly at laſt will be o'recome by Fear. _ 
No Sir ! there's no ſuch weak Dominion here. 
Tho? you can aim your fury at his Heart, 
To perſecute me in the tendereſt part : 
Tho? Ibrabim's Life I prize above my own, 
Think as much worth lodg'd in that Breaſt alone, 
As Man-kird &'er poſleſt, or Heav'n eer gave ; 
Yet even his Life I wou'd not baſely fave. 
Solym. Gods! muſt T find 
A Heart fo fixe, and Vertue fo ſublime : 
Has my bold Love ſuch craggy way to climb ? 
I/ab:l. Hope not Cafſfault me there, rather than he 
Should live to fee me perjur'd, I would fee 
Him bleed ; fee him in purple horror dy'd 7 
See the dear Lord of all my hopes deſtroy'd : 
Nor think his Doom in crueky detign'd ; 
No; his juſt Love wou'd rather call ic kind. 
Soulyzn. Oh my diſtraction ! 
Iſabel. But whilſt 1 ſtay 
To prove my Vertne, I my Vertue wrong, 
And my chaſt Ear has guilty been too long, 
Here Jailer, co my Priſon cake me hence, [To Mor. 
Now you may ac a welcome violence. 
Solym. Stay Madam ! 
T/abel. 1 can hear no more, in vain —————— 
Solym. Oh Madam ! itay one Minute, and t'obtain 
That favour, Ibrahim ſhall live, and live 
To ſee me wretched, till he ſees you give 
My mortal Wound 3 as but too foon you will : 
For fu much ſcorn can do no leſs than kill. 
When thoſe fair Eyes ſhall like a Winter-Sun, 
Give only light, nor life whoſe influence gone, 
All chings below, decay'd and wither'd turn, 
And drooping Nature does his diſtance mourg. 
When thus my blaſted greatneſs ſhall decay, 
And by your trowns my life ſhall droop away ;. 
My Pains, my Griefs, my Horrors ſhall be ſuch, 
As ſhall fo near my generous Vizier touch, 
Till my fad State his ſofrn'd pity move, 
And pity grant what is deny'd by Love. 
Till his compaſiton does my Life defend, 
And quit a Miltreſs to preſerve a Friend. 
I/abel. Do not his Conſtancy fo much miitake ; 
Yet if for you he could my Love forfake : 
Thar Heart which juſtly as his falſehood due, 
E took from him, I could not give to you- 
Though you ſuch Irreligious Thoughts admit, 
Your Honour and your Nuptial Vows forget, 


I cannot Solymn, 
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_. Solms. Is Religionthen my Foe ? 
And does my Marty'd State my hopes o'erthrow ? 
That ſhall not cloud the glories of your life. 
You ſhall be mine, a Chriſtian, and a Wite, 
Iſabel. Defend me Heav'n : whats this ? 
Solym. You ſhall in ſtate be to a Temple led ; 
Tl take the Crown from Roxolanas Head. 
Thus, you ſhall meet my Love 

Iabel. *T'was too much crime alone 
T*oppoſe my Vow's: wou'd you deface your own ? 
Break your long Faith to Rexolana given, 

And by you rage thus doubly injure Heav'n ? 

Solym, 1 injure Heav'n! no, you miſtake me now ; 
I am pious, not profane in what I doe. | 
What greater Homage can to Heav'n be paid 
Then with Imperial Crowns Cadorn the Head 
Of che Divineſt Creature it e*re made. 

I/abel, Oh, let me gd ! this place of Horror fly, 
Send me ta Dungeon, to a Grave to die, 

Rather then ſtay to heighten your impiety. 

Solym. Retire then, ſince my preſence is a ſin, 
But cruel, Fair, when we ſhall meet agen, 
Aſſume a mercy that befics that brow. 

I/ab. If I muſt find you as I leave you now, 
Meet me no more 3 nor time, nor force employ, 
Againſt that Faith no pow'r can &er d:ſtroy. 
And for thoſe Tales of Death you ſcem to fear, 
Attend my Frowns, there'sno ſuch danger near. 
Deſpair in guilty Loves ne&er ſoars ſo high: 
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None but juſt Lovers, love enough to die, [ Exit. guard:d. 


So/ym. Was ever ſcorn fo high ? or King, fo low ? 
Mor. To Conftancy you all this rudeneſs owe. 
But if you e'er expe& to be belov'd, 
The cauſes of this ſcorn muſt be remoy'd. 
Ibrahim muſt die ; and though *twill ſeem ſevere, 
To take that Life which once you held fo dear : 
Yet fince his Life has the hopes of yours debarr'd, 
His Deſtiny can be your only Guard. 
This is the way will take : Her Lover dead, 
And che Crown taken from your Empreſs Head : 
Though ſome few Tears may fall at Ibrahim's Death, 
Marriage and Crowns will tempt her Chriſtian Faith, 
This only courſe your deſperarce Love ſecures 
Solym. And this dark courſe Pll take. 
Ator. Do and ſhe's yours. 
Selym. For Love o'ercomes, and I muſt kill or die. 
Let it bo done &'re 1 think how, or why. 


F 2 


Haſte; 
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Haſte; Let the News of Ibrabim's Death be brought, Exit Morat, 
And Whilit he's dying Pl divert the thought : 
With a forc'd Lethargy Pl damp my foul, 
Friendſhip may elfe return, and my reſolves controul. 
O Love! what is thy power -— Morat return, 
He muſt not die. [Morat Re-enters. 
I have by Ala {worn 
'That he ſhall never bleed whilſt Solyman lives. 
Mor. Is it the voice of Majeſty Reprieves 
An Enemy , a deſtroyer of your peace ? 
Can humble penitence great Spirits ſeize ? 
Solym. No ; I would have him ſtill deſtroy'd, but if 
I muſt be perjur'd when I take his Life, 
I muſt protect his Life, though againſt mine. 
Though Love can yield to any leſler fin : 
That Oath I muſt not 3 no, I cannot break. 
Mer. Y our Oath is ſtrong, when your reſolves are weak: 
Solym. Had I by Alla twarn to quit my Crown, 
So bound I ought to lay my Scepter down ; 
And yield a Throne without a ſſgh ——— 
Mor. But Sir — 
Even King's themſelves fometimes may chance to err 3 
And you. would impute Cruelty to Heay'n, 
If fins of Ignorance can't be forgiven. 
Perhaps thoſe tyes are lels than what they ſeem. 
Send for the Mufti, Sir, conſult with him : 
He may repeal that Vow your raſhneſs pait, 
And find your promiſe does not bind ſo faſt : 
Or ſhew at leaſt ſome ſafe, though diſtant means, 
To gain your quiet, and remove your pains. 
Solym. Send tor him, though I fear *tis all in vain? 
Do any thing to bring my peace again. FEx.Morat. 


Enter at another Door Ibrahim. 


After your mean ſuſpicion with what Face, 
Falſe 15rabim, dare you approachthis place, 
Ira. vir, 1 approach you as I ought to do 5 
As one who has loſt all hopes in loſing you : 
Approach you with thoſe looks he ought to bring, 
Who hears this Language from an alter'd King. 
My happineſs in chis Tempeſt ſinks and drowns: 
L knew your {miles roo well to bear your frowns. 
Sol;w. How can I think you priz'd my ſmiles fo high, 
When you could forfeit them fo wilfully 2 
Lrav. it the protection of my Lov's a ſin, 
'Then condeman'd 1brabim has guilty been. 
Bur when I councel'd my fair Saint to fly, 
{U was your Champion, not your Enemy. 


I was 
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I knew her Faith ſo well, that when from hence, 

I ſtole her, *ewasin Solymar's defence, 

Since her firm Vows no force could e'er deſtroy, 

I rob'd you of a Torment, not a Joy. 

Solym. Was ever Arrogance fo high, to dare 

Thus infolently brave me with Deſpair ! 

What though my Powr's fo weak, and hope ſo vain, 

That Hate and Scorn is all I muft obtain. 

Though you can think ſo meanly of my State, 

It is unkind © upbraid me with my Fate. 

Ibrah. No, Sultan, call it be another Name, 

A ſubject Zeal to guard his Soveraigns Fame. 

More worthy and more Kingly Thoughts purſue : 

How little does this change appear in you? - 

When Solyman, who —yp fm delight 

In thoughts that ſoar'd above an Eagles Flight, 

Now humbly ſtoops © invade his Vaſtals right. 
Solym. Is it ſo humble to adore that Face ? 

A favour'd Lover and have thoughts fo baſe ? 

Since of her Pow'r you have a Sence no higher, 

And ſee fo little there foriKing's t admire, 

I will convert your infidelity : 

Take her more glorious Character from me : 

By Nature ſhe's ordain'd to be obey'd: 

All beauteaus things for Soveraignty were made. 

Is not Love Kingly then, when thus my Breaſt it fills ? 
Ibrah. So Thunder's Heavenly, but that' Thunder kills. 
Solym. Why ſhould you think I'll cake fo rough a Courſe 3 

Pll vanquiſh by Entreaty not by Force. 

My Warlike Viſier has in Camps been nurft : 

In Laurels it was I that dreſt you firft. 

Deſert not then that Air, where you were Bred : 

Fame, ſo long courred , now be kind and Wed. 

That glorious Race fo well begun purſue. 

Ibrah. But Sir, cannot I conquer and love too ? 
Solym. Can nothing but my ruine fatisfie ? 

Are there not Charms enough in Victory ? 

Take all my Forces, half my World be thine ; 

And in exchange let that one Prize be mine. 

Ibrah. Oh, now you ask what I can neer reſign. 

Loves that can ceaſe, are Feavouriſh defires, 

A Thirſt, which the Diſeaſe once cured, expires. 

My Heart unchangeably her Image weares ; 

Meteors may be extinguiſht, but not Stars. 

Solym. Of Roxolans, 1 was once as fond, 

And lov'd as much; yet time has broke that Bond. 

E Love in me more mortal chan in __ 

No, 'tis your Pride deny's, becauſe I ſtoop to ſue. 
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Were you for this ungrateful Man, by me, 

From Death, and from inglorious Chains ſet free 3 
From below Pity above Envy raisd ? 

Was it not I your ſullen Fate appeas'd 3 

From your rude Ore refiad you into Gold, 

And ſtamp vou in my own Imperial Mould ? 
And what my noble Nature ought to ſhun, 

You force me to repeat what I have done ? 


Ihbrabv. Thoſe favours, Sir, your Vaſlal bluſhing took 1 


Admir'd your bounteous Hand, and wonder-{trook, 


With humble veneration did adore 
Great Jove diſcending in a Royal ſhowre. 
Solym. And now that Veneration is her due. 
Ibrab. to Worſhip her, ll never ſteal from you; 
No, to acknowledge what your Smiles have done, 
Sznd me to Nations, yet t'your Arms unknown, 
Fil fetch you glories fromthe rich Pers 3 
Nature her Treaſures ſhall unlock for you. 
But if of rougher Spoils you would be Lord, 
By valiant more than ſhining Kings ador'd, 
The Savage Tartar in his frozen Zone, 


Scorcht by your light'ning, ſhall your greatneſs own. 


New Toils, new Labours for my Arm decree: 
Try me like Hercules, and I ſhall be, 
It not as great, as little tir'd as He. 
Solym. My ſtock of Fams already is fo large, 
That Vidories would be a mean diſcharge. 
Her Heare would th? only pleaſing pay ment make. 
Tbrah. And canlI yield my Princeſs to forlake ? 
Since I want power to pay that vaſt demand, 
Arreſt your Honours in a Bankrupts Hand. 
Make me that wretched thing I was betore ; 
Reſume your glories, and my Chains reſtore : 
And by my Death let all your Troubles ceaſe 3 
I've liv'd too long, when I diſturb your Peace. 
Solym. And that long life *tis I can ſhorter make. 
Ibrahb. Oh, take it Sir ; I wear it for your ſake. 
Though I can never yield to quit my Love 3 
Yer Icandie a Rival to remove. 
And when to Death I go, hear my lait Pray*c 3 
May So/ymar's Lite, Heav?n take up all your care. 
Solym. Can Ibranim \o patiently receive 
His Doom, and with ſuch caſe his Judge forgive ? 


; 


T2rah. Forgive you ? where's your tin ? Alas your hand 


Takes bur that Lite you juſtly may Cemand. 
Snould abject Creatures in their dying Royr, 
Repineand murmur ar th'Almignty Pow's 
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My ador'd King, even my laft Breath ſhould rule ; 
Not one ill thoughe ſhould couch my parting Soul. 
Solym. Hold, generous Prince! Know what great Love can do 3 
And hear a Reſolution ſtrange, but True. 
I have no hopes that Beauty to o'recome, 
But by your Death to make my Paflion room. 
Yet in ſuch Loyalty ſuch pow'r I find, 
That goodneſs in your Face and luſtrein your Mind ; 
Thar if one look, one kinde word more you give, - 
*T will ſoften me till I ſhall ler you live. 
But to enable me to give the blow 3 
Ibrabim, your laſt, but fatal Duty ſhow 
With haſt, and filence from my preſence fly, 
That abſent I may bave power to bid you die. [ Ex. Ibrah. 
He's gone and has my black command obey'd; 
Yet not ſuch loyalty can ſave his Head : 
To what ill Deeds is deſperate paflion led ? 


Enter Morat and Mufti. 


Mor. The Mufti, Sir, your pleaſure does attend. 

Solym. Prieſt, for thy Counſel and thy Aid I ſend: 
A Raviſher has rob'd me of my Peace, 

And I want power to make my torment ceaſe. 

Muft. Who is that Raviſher, and what that Chain 
which binds your Arm, and does your pow'r reſtain ? 
Can ought rebate the Sword of Solyman ? 

Solym. My Faith, my Vows, and my Religion can; 
By Alla bound, P've made this folemn tye, 

Whilſt Solyman lives, my Viſier ſhall not die: 

And by his Death, I muſt my Peace retrieve. 
Moft. Sir, he may die when Solyman does-not live. 
Solym. Did I for this thy wiſe advice requelt, 

For ſatisfaction in my Grave ? dull Prieſt, ' 

I'd live to be reveng'd. 

Muft. Yes Sir, you ſhall—think not my Councels bring 
Such tardy Vengeance to an Injur'd King. 

Death ſhould fly quick as lightning from your frown. 
Sir, he may ſer before ro Morrow's Sun. 

Solym. fow ! may he die to morrow ? 

Mouft. Yes; to Night. 

Solym. My Faith unſtain'd ? 

Muft. Unſully'd as the Light 
You are not by this promiſe bound to give 
Him immortality. *Tis whilſt youlive, 

You've {worn he ſhall not meet his deſtiny ; 
But there are hours each day in which you die-- 
Sir ! whilſt you lzep you are not living, 
Solym. How ? | 


| ds 
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Muft. To Sence and Reaſon Man his Life does owe ; 
And when Sleep dams them up, they ceaſe to flow. 
The Soul deſerts the Body when it dies, _ 
Whar Coes it leſs in fleep? it uſeleſs lies. + 
Death's its retreat, and fleep is its diſguiſe. 
Sleep equals Kings, and Shepheards ; Rich and Poor ; 
Nor can the pow*r of Death it ſelf do more. 
And where's their difference ? 
Both give one ſtroke, only one ſtrikes more deep ; 
Sleep's a ſhort Death ——Death an eternal ſleep : 
If then whilſt you are ſleeping, he receives 
The blow, he does not die whilſt Solyman lives. 
Solym. And will our Prophet this Revenge maintain, 
And the Immortal Name take off all ſtain ? 
Muft. So juſt a cauſe he does, and muſt defend. 
Solym. Then dear Religion, thou*rt a Lovers Friend ; 
Kind Prieſt, my judgment does wich thine conſpire : 
*Tis eafie to believe what we deſire. 
But if his Death's a ſin ; the Crime be yours : 
When our Guides ſtray, the Errour is not ours. 
Send him the Mourning Robe ; He dies to Night. [ Exis Morat. 


Enter Aſteria. 


Ibrahim, farewell ; and may thy Soul take flight 
To Paradice. There be as bleſt above, 
As thou wer't here in Iabella's Love. 

Aſter. Oh Cruelty | who's he that in one breath 
Can talk of Paradice and Ibrabim's Death ? 

Mor. I do not like her preſence 

Aſter. Royal Sir, 

Forgive me, it my fears have made me err : 
Perhaps I have not rightly underſtood ; 

For you were always juſt, and God-like good. 
Is it-your pleaſure [brabim ſhould die ? 

Solym. My Injuries give him his Death, not I. 

Aſter. Can you ſpeak Death agen? a Crime fo great, 
Twice in one Day, one Hour, one Voice repeat 3 
The ſound of ſv much horror, and ſuch rage, 

Had ſingly been enough to brand an Age. 
Oh ſay, that you deceive me, and to try 
My Courage, told me Ibrahim ſhould die. 
I would my Reaſon and my Sence diſtruſt, 
Rather than think chat you can be unjuſt. 

Solym. Falſe to thy Blood, thus to oppoſe my will ; 
Whence comes that Heat that does theſe Tears diſtill, 
Which fall when Ia Criminals doom decree ? 

Aſter. Your paſlion is that Criminal, not he. 


[ Afide, 


Oh 
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Oh Sultan ! call your glories to your aid 3 
Sommon thoſz V ertues which the World obey'd : 
Stains in your brightenefs will coo monſtrous ſhew. 
You were not rais'd fo high to fall {0 low. 
Solym. Heav'ns! have I Crimes a Daughter dares impeach 
Obey chat Will, you are too bold to teach. © 
Aſter. Save Ibrabim ; and be as far obey'd 
As the Sun ſees, and Natures limits ſpread. 
Repeal his Doom, ſpeak but that one dear word, 
And be by all obey'd; by all ador'd. 
Solym. Can you that mercy for his Life implore, 
Whom his ingratitude bids you able RES 
Aſter. Ocalm the rage of your t pMois Will, 
And be a good and gracious Father ſtill, 
Solym.Scand from my Arm, fond Girl ; expe& ho more 
T*obtain his life than you can life reſtore. 
But hence——know my diſpleaſure and retire. 
Aſter. If you ace angry, raiſe your anger higher : 
For if my deareſt Thrabim mult not live, 
Load me with all che ſufferings you can give. 
Let me your Frowns, your hate, your Curſes have, 
All helps are kind that bring me near my Grave. 
So:ym. Hence with thy Pity from my anger fly : 
This wandring Fire ſhall out ; for he ſhall die. 
Aſter. Since | with Tears and Prayers in vain implorez 
Here me but once, and I will ſpeak no more. 
If he muſt die, when the dire wound is given, 
And Ibrahim ſhuts out Life to take in Heav'n : 
When the enamour'd Saints with greedy Arms embrace 
The brighteſt Gueſt in all the ſhining ſpace 3 
To follow him, I'll leave life's joys below, 
And dying to my Rival Stars Ill go. 
Your poor Aſteria in his Fate muſt joyn ; 
For know, that Man that wounds his Heart, breaks mine. 
Mult Ibrahim die then 
Oh that dire word comes heavy from my Tongue ; 
My Breath grows ſhort, and I have talk'd too long. 
Oh,'Ss/tan, do not vaniſh from my light : 
Where are you ? ſtay ! why have you made. it Night | Swounds away, 
Solym. Fond Girl, thou haſt my pity——But 
Remove her ! and her ſtragling Seace recal. 
This Object cannot ſtop wy. Rivals fall. [_ Attendants carry her ff. 
Before Love rais'd this Torrent in my Blood, 
Cloſe to my Heart, firm asa Rock, he ſtood : 
Bur by ſome mighty Deluge over-born, 
Mountains unloolſe, and Rocks from Rocks are torn. 
Thro' their ſtrong Veins, the ſtronger Flood pours in, 


And the vaſt Fractures never cloſe agen. [ Is going, 
G Enter 
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Exter Roxolana. 


Roxol. Stay Sultan, ſtay. If perjury you think, 
Is a mean Crime at which the Gods can wink 3 
Be bold falſe King, and tin in open Day, 
To the wide World your hardn'd Soul diſplay. 
Th' unmanly dread of th? other World our-wear ; 
And brave that Vengeance which you ſcorn to fear. 
To make you yet more barborouſly great, 
At once my ruin and your pride compleat : 
Since on the Chriſtian you my Crown beſtow , 
I come to give the Head dof wh it too. 
Solym. Since the fair CWiſMn then has been fo kind, 
To «cil you what my pleaſure has deſign'd ; 
Her word*s your Fate 3 I love her not fo ill, 
To make her Voice leſs than and Oracle. 
Roxol. Y our falſchood is not whiſper'd at that rate, 
That I need Jearn your Crimes from her I hate, 
Bur has your Rage ſo impiouſly decreed ? 
Yer why this wonder—— furious Lord, proceed. 
The proſpe& of my fall fo open lies, 
That Im too well prepar'd for a ſurprize. 
Solzm. Do not ſo highly, and fo ill reſent 
The loſs of that which was not given but lent. 
And when I take that which I lent before, 
I but my glories to their ſourſe reſtore. 
Roxol. Can you plead reaſon for your Guilts defence ? 
And thus Uſurp the name of Innocence ? 
No, Sultan, fpeak like what you are, and call 


Your ſelf a Tyrant, Monſter, Savage, all 

The blackeſt names from injur'd Tongues can fall. 

Since you prove falſe, *tewould bs more juſt t'exprels 

Your 7 :7jury in the molt hateful dreſs :. 

Then 1 could bear my lots, and love you lefs. Wweeps. 
Solym. How tirefome does unwelcome kindneſs prove ? 

Is their a Blefling or a Plague like Love ? 
Roxol. Oh treacherous Eyes ! what has your weakneſs done ? 

Can an Efteminate foft Tear run down 

From her fond Eyes that lives to loſe a Crown! 

A depoſed Queen ! and have fo little gall ! 

Did C!eopatra weep betore her fall ? 

No, at her Breaſt her d2areſt Vipers hung ; 

Whoſe pointed Tongues her angry Boſom ſtung : 

SwelPd with her Poyfon, and her Blocd all fir'd, 

In noble rage her Roman pride expir'd. 

Her great deſpair fuch glorious fury tele, 

As burſt that Heart which was too proud to melt, 
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Solym. Hence from my fight : Take your vain Threats away : 
Know my fixt Reſolution, and obey. - 
Roxol. Threaten'd to ſilence, and commanded hence ! 
Ye God's, muſt I be taught Obedience ? 
Whoſe Empire did fo lately ſpread fo wide, 
At once my Sexes Envy and their Bride ? 
Thou deſpicable King, how poor and low 
Are the mean gifts which from thy bounty flow ! 
Glory a fairy Treaſure, pow'r.a Toy, 
An airy Scene of viſionary Joy. 
Since empty greatneſs has this fadeing State, 
Why have I dreamt fo long. or wak'd 1o late ? 
Solym. What though you've rul'd an age? The Sun and Stars, 
Tho' they have ſhin'd ſo many thouſand Years, 
Can plead no right to an immortal State. 
I made you, as Heav'n did the World Create. 
In your each part, pow'r and perfection rain'd ; 
Each look Dominion had, each word Command. 
Bue as the Eternal Will ordains a Day, 
When this bright Fame its Debt to Fate mult pay ; 
So when this Univerſe in Duſt ſhall lie, 
The Gods will be no more unjuſt than I. 
Roxol. In that great Day Heaven its Revenge will take 3 
The World muſt burn for wicked Mankind's fake : 
And Nature die for what her Race-has done ; 
The Gods will at that day put out their Sun ; 
Becauſe 't has ſhined too long on ſuch as you. 
Then Perjury will meet it's laſt juſt due. 
Solym. This growing ſtorm'no longer Pl endure ; 
Her Violent Rage muſt have a Violent Cure. 
Roxol. But ſince the faithful Roxolana muſt 
Be facrific'd to pleaſe a Tyrants Luft ; 
May my quick Fall like fome fierce Earth-quake come, 
When th* opening Ground is ſome tall Pyramid's Tomb. 
Whoſe Revenous Jaws once gorg'd, and clos'd again, 
No reliques of the ruin'd pile remain, 
To keep its memory alive. 
Since my Toud fall muſt bring eternal ſhame, 
Oh chat you could bne kill my very Name ; 
And give my memory and me one Grave. 
Then wich what ſcorn ſhould I my wrongs out-braye. 
But when to my Iinmortal ſhame, they'll ſay, 
T loſt an Ages Tryumph in a Day 3 
There, there's my Torture 
In all the moreal itrokes great Hearts ſuſtain, 
Honour*s the only part that bleeds with pain. 
Solym. Take her away ——T'll hear no more=-— [To Morat 
Roxol. Bold Slave. [To Morat. 
| G 2 Solym. 
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Solym. Begon, 1 will no longer hear her Rave. 

Roxol. Villain ! forbear. [To Morat. Draws a Dggger. 
How wretched baſe art thou ! by chy Command 
Forc'd like thy Slave ! Seiz'd by thy Vaſlalls hand ! 
Ive ſo much Pride for that which I have been, | 
No common Hands ſhall touch the Worlds one Sacred Queen. 
Stand off, officiousTraytor : Come not nigh, 
Approach me but with one bold look and die. 


Enter Ulama. 


Ulam. Hold Irreligious Slave. [To Morat 
Touch her no more than you wou'd forfeit Heay*n. 
To what wild rage is Impious paſſion driven ? 
And Madam, ſtay your hand : give not that blow 
For him too glorious, and tor you too low. 

Roxol. I thank you for the favour you have done 

{ Gives Ulama the Dagger, which he takes on his Knees, 

You've Reaſon, bur my Griefs have lett me none. 

Ulam. Sultan, I am unwilling to believe 
*Tis in Fates pow'r to make ſuch Beavty grieve. 
Bur take her, take her, and be blind no more ; 
To her your heart ; © your ſelf your Wits reſtore : 
Be Great, Proud, Glorious, Bleſt ; Live, Love, and Reign 
In Happineſs above the State of Man. 
Coniider but how much of Heav'n dwell's there, 
And call your felt our Prophet's Son-and Heiz. 

Solym. How Ulama ! 

Ulam. 1 am your Vertuous Friend ; 
And with my Blood that Vertue wou'd defend :: 
Hircher I come by Friendſhips Sacred tye, 
To rowze you trom your mortal Lethargy. 
Your ſlzeping Reaſon wake and Re-enthrone 
What Nature made moſt worthy of a Crown : 
Repair her Injuries, and your loſt Fame. 
Such influence lodges in that Heav'aly Frame, 
Her Smiles can deitie, and her Wrongs can damn. 

Se/ym. Perſian ! the World had never yet fo bold 
A Man as durſt my pleaſure have controul'd ? 
Had I as many Subjects as I led, 
To win thy Perſian Crown, that durſt have ſaid 
Half this, their Lives for th' Infolence had paid. 

Ulam. It all ſhould die that do abhor your Sin, 
The Maſlacre would make your Empire thin : 
Tho” only I dare tell you 
How much the beſt of Wives and beſt of Queens you wrong; 
All Man-kind has my Sence, though not my Tongue.. 
When I your fury from that Saint divert, 
I. but. a ſuffering Kingdoms cauſe aflert. 
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Be juſt to her, that Heav'n may be appeas'd, 
And the afflited groaning World be eas'd. 

Selym. Raſh, deſperate Sir, though you darerage fo high, 
My Charity's tob great to let you die. 

Buc Captive, do not tempt your Fate 3 that hour 
You make a forfeit of your Head once more, 

Your petulant Frenzy with your Chains Pll tame, 
And ſhrink you to that ſhade from whence you came. 

Roxol. Hold generous Perſian, you preſume too high, 

If in my Cauſe, firſt ask my leave to die. 

Forbear Cencreaſe the violence of his Hate, 

Leſt you're involv'd in Roxolang's Fate : 

Tho *twould become the greatneſs of a Queen 

T* have Crowds in Death to fill her Funeral Scene: 
Sultan no-guiltleſs Soul with mine ſhall fly : 

Flt quit my ſtate, and fingly glorious die. 

Ulam. Do not oppoſe me in ſo juſt a Cauſe : 
When he breaks Nature, Heav'n and Honours Laws 
In wronging you 3 let his fierce rage proceed 3 
Let Juſtice ſuffer, Truth's defender bleed. 

Tame me with Chains ! [To Solym- 
A Priſon is too weak : Send me ta Grave :) 

And if that pow'r o'er Souls, as Lives you have, 
Send me — 

Where that loud Guilt, by which her greatneſs fell, 
Is writ in Sulphur and Records of Hell. 

And when the blackeſt of theic Helliſh train, 
Shall tell the ſtory of her Tragick Scene, 
Attended by fierce and fiery throng, 

Ill bring the Furies, and all Hell along, 

To tell thee thou haſt done a deed fo damn'd, 
That thou haſt made th infernal Fiends aſham'd. 

Solym. Bold Man, thy Blood—bur *tis too baſe to ſhed— 

Thy baſeneſs-from my Arm protects thy Head. 
But to deſerve thy ruine from my Hand, 
I giye thee leaye my Rebels ro command 3 
Or once again thy rallyed Perſians lead. 
If thou haſt Honour, meet me in their Head. 
When all thy glories do thy Brow adorn, 
And on the Wings of Fame I ſe thee born; 
Be worth my Anger then; till then, my Scorn. 
Ulam. Ill meet thee, and thy pow'r undaunted ſtand; 


Though thy Victorious Arms the World command, 

Thy Sword's grown weak, plac'd in a guilty Hand. 
Solym. T* increaſe your Courage, think it weaker yet, 

And to chaſtiſe thy rudeneſs when we meet: 

When in an Armies Head thy Face I ſee, 

Pl tell thee then thou art fit to fall by me. [Exit Sd, 2 
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Roxol. When Empreſs of the World I ſtood on hollow'd Ground, 
With all my pomp and greatneſs circl'd round 
Then whar a train of Worſhippers, what crowd 
Of Vaſſals at my Feet all proftrate bow'd. 
On humble Moreals I in ſtate look'd down, 
Who gaiz'd on Glories ſparkling from my Crown, 
Life waiced on my Smiles, Death on my Frown : 
Fear'd and ador'd, on their bow'd Necks I trod, 
Whilſt co my Throne I mounted like a God. 
But in my Fall, where's that Devotion gone ? 
Of all thoſe thouſands, Fate has left but one. 
Ulam. So great your Merit, and your Slaves ſo few ? 
Thoſe thouſands loſt, be God-like, and raiſe new : 
Permit me but to meet this Threatning King, 
And ſee what force ſo juſt a Cauſe can bring. 
To right your Honour and re-build your Throne 3 
Vouchſafe to call my Sword, and Lite your own. 
Rather chan your lowd wrongs ſhall go unpaid, 
I will exhauſt an Empire in your aid. 
Here at his Gates I will his Guile defic: 
I, and my Perſia, nay, the Gods and I- - 
Roxol. Hold angry Prince ; your Zeal in my juſt Cauſe, 
Whilſt it was Innocent, had my applauſe. 
Forbear then to pull down my hate; tho? He 
Has loſt his Vercue, broke his Faith to Me ; 
I have not loſt the Duty of a Wite : 
Tho? I abhor his Crimes, I prize his Lite. 
Who holds a Sword againſt his Breaft, wounds me ; 
His Foe is Roxo/ana's Enemy. 
Ulam. Fool that I was to ask her, her conſent ? 
Without her leave, her ruine ÞI'il prevent. 
Her pious Vengeance points me out the way ; 
*T was but her ſuperſtition bad me ſtay. 
To morrow [Il towards Perſia go, and bring 
My utmoſt pow'r againſt this Perjur'd King, 
If eime enough, I'll ſtop her Fall ; if late, 
Revenge ic; it I fail, III ſhare her Fate: 
Loſt chough I am, and in deſpair ; Ill ery 
To walt an Empire in her Cauſe and dic (Exit Ulam. 


The End of the Fourth 4, 


[ Exit Roxol. 
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ACT V. SCENE, JA Chanter. 


Enter Ibrahim meeting Iſabella and Morat, 


Morat. Cir, from the Sultan I am hither ſent, 
To councel you your ruin to preyent, : 
If by conſent you can for ever part, 
And make a preſent of a Mrs. Heart, 
You have your Life ; elſe, when he ſleeps, you die. 
You have an hour allow'd for your reply. { Exit Morat. 
Iſabel. *Tis.a hard choice, you muſt be falſe or die ! 
To fave your Life, what is't I would not give ? 
Ibrah. What would you have me quit your Love, and live ! 
Iſabel. No though I vallue you fo high, above 
My Ibrahim's Lite, I prize my Ibrahim”s Love. 
If nothing but Inconſtancy gan give 
You Life, die mine, ſince mine you cannot live. 
But do not think when you are gone, I ſhall 
Have pow'r long to out-live your Funeral. 
There's a Contagion in a Lovers fall. 
Weak are his Threats, and vain his ſubtleſt Art ; 
His Tyranny may all but Lovers part. 
Ihrah. Do I not die to ſeal my Faith to you ? 
What juſter a&, what braver can I do? 
Then do not murmer at my glorious Fall. 
Is this his Cruelty ? Is dying all ? 
What's Death | The meaneſt Slaves die every day 
Even Infancy and Age that Debt to Nature pay. 
A feavouriſh Fit can ſtop our fleeting Breath ; 
Our Taſt, Smell, Touch, each Sence, can let in Death. 
And we who Beauties Infinite pow*r adore, 
For great Almighty Love can do no more. 
Iſabel. But can 1 fay I love and bid you die ? 
No! for your ſafety this one Art Tl ery ; 
PI ſtraic to Solymar, and Summon all 
Thoſe angry pow'rs that injur'd Love can call. 
Not depos'd King's ſhall rage ſo much as I. 
With ſo much ſcorn his baſeneſs Tl dehie ; 
Till I've incenſt his rage to that degree, 
That he ſhall ſpare your Life, and murder me. 
In me, he can but Tabells Doom ; 
In you he takes a prop trom Chriſtendom. 
Live lbrabim then, Religion to defend : 
His Fayourite live, to be the Chriſtian's Friend, 


Leave: 
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Leave Death to me, and think my Life well giv*n, 
At once in ſaving you, and ſerving Heav'n. 
Ibrah. Theſe melting ſounds all ſ:nce of Death deſtroy ; 
Who would not chooſe my Fate tor half my Joy ? 
But do not hope ta die tor me 
Think not your Charms fo little, nor my King 
So Savage, though unkind , that any thing 
Will make him dare to ſhed your precious blood ; 
No, my beſt lite, he muſt not, it he cou'd. 
I/abe!. Muſt I fo tamely then behold your fall? 
No, *gainſt your Murtherer F]l muſter all 
My Rage, Deſpair, Revenge what is*t I will not do ? 
T'll treat him fo ———-but why this paftion now ? 
Since *tis decreed we muſt ſo ſoon divide, 
My parting looks ſhou'd all their fierceneſs hide. 
Furies, till then lay all your Scorpions by 3 
Our laſt dear Minutes ſhou'd more gently fly : 
Kind Heav*n, let but this-ſpan of Life be bleſt, 
Love reign this hour, and horror all the relt. 
Ibrah, Beſt of thy Sex ! [_ Embraceing her. 
Bur I in vaſn ſhall chis ſhort Triumph boaſt, 
Gazing on what muſt be for ever loſt. 
I/abel. For ever ? why ! can Death deſtroy our Love ? 
Shall we not meer, and be as bleſt above ? 
Ceaſe Sir, oh ceaſe this too unkind deſpair, 
Are there all Joys in Heav'n, and Love not there ? 
Ibrabim. Fill'd with chat hope, Til my ſhort time improve, 
And fum an Ages bliſs in one hours Love. 
Low at your Feer, your humble Vaſſal bows 3 [ Kneels 


And here on this fair Hand, ſeals his laſt Vows | Kiſſes ber Hand. 


Turn, turn your Eyes this way, look all Divine, 
In your full Luſter let your kindneſs ſhine. 
Oh Love! I am all Extatie, delight, 
Soaring in Joys, Pm giddy with my height. 
[ Kiſſing ber Hand often. 
But hide thoſe Eyes; take this ſofe Magick hence : 
[ Lets go ber hand. 
My happineſs fo much tranſports my Sence, 
That ſuch another look will make me grow 
Too fond of Lite ever to let you go. 
1/abel. Great ble{lings like {wife torrents always run 
Too rapid to ſtay long. 
Ibrab. What have 1 done ? 
Reſtore thoſe plzating laoks, give me your hand agen, 
My Light, Day, Sun, ſhut nor your glories in. 
Spight of his pow'r in this fott Knot ll fold, . 
[ She gives him her Hand agen, 
And when I dis, lzt kim cut of my hold. 
Ill 
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. Til ewine fo faſt, that whenthe gives the blow ;- 


And cuts me by the Roots up below 3 
Theſe dying Branches ſtill ſhall -graſp you all, 
And graſp, and graſp, and wither &'re-they fall. 


Enter Aſteria, Mirva, and Morat, 
Aſter. So cloſe, ſo kind ! how happy ſhould I be. 
| [ 4/ide, Entring. 
Were half this dear Devotion paid-to me ? 
' Mor. Madam, the Sultans Orders were ſevere, 
But Solyman's command admits you here, - . To Aſteria. 
And I dare take your word———— | 
No-doubt ſhe's come, 


By th' offer of her Love Cavert his Doom. | '-. -  [dfide. 
Grant her ſucceſs ; let Ibrgbim live, and may - 43 
The Sultan's hopes be Crown'd the 'gentler way.  * _ :; | Exit. 


Aſter. Though life and happineſs muſt ne'er be mine. . 
Yet [ll take care that Ill ſecure 'em thine. - / | 


Accept that! - - [Mirva gives bim @ Sword. 
Mirv. Sent from Roxolana's Hand. | 

This Princeſs love counſpires with her command. —_— 

They've both defign'd your freedom'to redeem. .- _C" 


Aſter. Which to effe&, we've found this. Stratagena. 
Though of your Fate, this is th' appointed Scene, 
Yet in refſpe& to that which you have been, 

His Friend and Vizier, you're allow*d this Grace ; 
None but Mora? has entance to this place. 

Miry. The Mutes, th' intended Murderers, wait all 1 rien & 
Wichout, at diftance, and beyond his: call ; 3s KC 
And. but approach that Minute'when you fall. 

Aﬀer. When falſe Morat returns to take. her hence, 

Produce this Weapon as your laſt defence : , 
Diſarm him, bind him, leave him /in- your,,Room ; 
Change Habits with him, - and his Form aſlame. - 
Lead hence your Princeſs, and by th' help of Night» 

Paſs undiſcover'd, and ſecure your flight ; 

The Guards too, not ſuſpeing /ap eſcape, 

Will let you paſs deluded by that ſhape, P 

Ibrab., Alas | I was before 2 ang made, 
And ow'd too much where Phad fo little paid : 

But now- your goodneſs ſwells the Debt fo high, 
That I with ſhame muſt live | | 

After. Shame | Dear Sir, why 2? _—"$ 
You owe me nothing :- By Religious tyes, . Wy 
When Vertue in diſtreſs and danger lies, | X 
Irs reſcue and defence ſhould be the care bed © 
Of all Man-kind ; and that's my bugnels here. 


H 
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Iſabel. Thou art ſo excellently good, thou beſt 
Of Rivals, ſo much Heay*n dwells in thy Breaſt. 


In Duty to perfetions ſo Divine, 
All my beſt choughes, and half my prayers are thine. 


Enter Morat. 


Mor. T come to tell you that your Hour is Paſt! ha [ farts. 
Ibrab. Keep in thy Tongue, or ſpeaking ſpeak thy laſt. 
Morat. How came you by that Sword ? | 
| {ibrah. gets between him and the Door. 
Ihrah. No matter how ; 
Jailor, my flight muſt be contrivd by you. 
Morat. Your flight! _ 
Ibrah. *Tis a propoſal may ſeem ſtrange : 
But Sir, we two our habits muſt exchange, ; 
And you muſt yield- to ſtay here'gag'd and bound, 
Till by your ſhape we move t'a ſafer ground. 
If at this price you'll buy your Life, you may. 
Morat. What do you think to frighten me to play 
The Traytor ? 
Ibrab. Know, *tis Death to diſobey 
Morat. Submit to ſave my: Life tor one hours time, 
To die the next by. tortures for my Crime ! 
No; though your Arm is ſo-renown'd, FH try 
My chance for Life 


ſbrah, Then take thy choice 'and die. [They fiobs. 
After. Hold Villain, hold | how dare. you lift an Arm 
Againſt his Life?  Interpoſong. 


Ibrab. Dear Madam' fear-no harm. 
Mor. How dare you Save what'Slyman Condemns ? {[ 77 Aﬀer. 
Ibrah. Do not difputeher Goodneſs, nor my' Crimes, 


» 
. 


But yield and live——— © 

Mor. Yield ! no, at thy falſe-Heart; [fights agen. 
Hold ! thou. haſt kild me, Traytor as thou art, 
| [ Bears bimſe ' wp, reeling wpon bir: Sword.' 
In all my hopes, all my Ambirion. croſt ! | 
By a fond fooliſh Girl betray'd atid loft. 

Aſter. You are not wounded? 

ibrab. No | your Genions was my guard. 

Mor. Thou. 'Treacherous Fool, take that for thy reward. 

[ Kills Aſter. and falls. 


tbrab.” Down to: thy Hell, and. there in tormenrs how! : 
[ Sticking bim to the Ground. 


h ſpeak, dear Madam, eafe my tortur'd Soul ; 

he Gods their charge muſt better underſtand, 
Then to ofdain your Fate from fach a Hand.. 
Say. yor'r not hurt 2. 


Aſter; 
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Aſter. No! let your trouble ceale ! 

He has only ſent a wretched thing to peace. 

Iſabel. She bleeds, ſhe bleeds ! 

Thrab. Oh ! this deteſted Hour ! 

Aſter. Alas Sir! I was dying long before, 
Death's cold Hand ftrook me when I firſt loſt you 3 
A lingering Fate rhe flow Conſumption drew. 
Then do not Sir this happy ſtroke deplore, 

That ends a tedious Journey in an Hour. 

Iſabel. A Lovers abſence , and a Father's hate, 
My three Years pains were eaſie to this weight. 
Horror ne'er ſciz'd me in this diſmal ſhape. 

Ibrab. Internal Dog! _ AE - 

After. Think, think of your eſcape. - 

Thrab. Is an efcape 2 fat reward far him, 

Who bears the weight of my accurſed Crime. | 

After. My Death is not your Crime, Kind dear Sir, fly 3 
Oh do not ftay ! leave me alone to. dig. 

Tbrab. Deſert you ! . | 

After. 1 conjure you do not 'ftay 
Vth path to Heav'n : the good can never ſtay ; 

I need no help to guide me in my way, 

Ibrab. How can I ily ? 

Aſter. This unkind language ceaſe. | 
Fly as you'd have my Soul int heav*n find peace. 

lbrab, How can I promiſe you ? 

Aſter. Oh Sir ! you muſt. | 
Will you deny me Reſt when I am Duſt? _ | | 
Is ſaving of your Life ſo hard ? | | V 
Ibrsb. Is leaving you - | 
So eaſie ? baſely to deſert you now : 
And guard my forfeit Blood when I have been 
A facal inſtrument in ſhedding thine 2? MOR 
Aſter. Nay then I'm deſtin'd co die wretched z all 
I beg'd of Heav'n, was to divert your: fall. 
My ſaving Ibrabim's Life was all my pride : 
And muſt that only blefling be deny'd ? 
thrab, Well Madam! Pl ſubmis to any thing. 
Aſter. Now with an Angel's Voice I hear you ſpeak ; 
And at that word my Hearrt-ſtrings gently break. 
My well-pleas'd Ghoſt will find eternal reſt, | 
To think thatI have made my [brebim bleſt. 
And muſt I die in my dear Ibrabim's Arms ? 
Now you tranſport me with too mighty Charms. | ; | 
In chis dear Heav'n, like a bleſt Star I'm plac'd : | | my 
Buc, oh, my Joy's too viglent to laſt. + [dies | | | 
lbrab. She's gone ! Yes; generous Saint, Pll dathee right, - | 
. Bucif I fly, my Death muſt be my flight. ' - - . iy 
| H 2 I'm 
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Pm too much loaded with my ſhame and grief, 
To leave this killing ſight'to'fave a life. 
Tſabel. Farewell unhappy Maid, ſure there muſt be. 
No common Joys above reſgrv'd for thee 
Thou had'ſt to little happineſs below, 
Heay*ns debts are certain, though the payment's ſlow. 


Enter a Balla, af ſent from Solyman. 
Baſſa. Morat ſtays long : What's here 4-Guards,Guards. 
Eu Baſſa retreating at the ſame door he entred. 
Ibrab. Stay! ſtay! gh | | 
I am your Priſoner, and your pow'r obey : 
Alas! there needs no Crewds to take me now. 


Re-enter the Baſla with Guards. 
Baſſa. Seize him. ' Fl 4120 [ Guards ſeize him, 
Ibrah. It is the kindeſt offies you can do. 
Baſſa. Remove the Bodies hence, - -- 
And keep thoſe Priſoners fafe till my return ; 
Till from the Szltan's will their Fates I learn. 
[Exit Thrahin- and Iſabella; l:d in by Guards ; part of 
the Guards carry off Morat and Aſteria, and the 'Baſla 
returns at the [ame door be entred at. Manet Mirva. . 
Mirv. How diſmally to Roxolara's ear 
Will chis ſtrange ſtory-found;- [But ſee, ſhe's here. 


Enter Roxolana. 


Roxol. Fave I ſucceſs? Is T/abella fled ? 
Has that dire Planet hid its threatning, head ? 
T fear thy Anſwer will not be fo kind: | 
An Ominous load hangs on my burden'd'mind . 

Mirv. Let me in ſilence my Allegiance pay. 

Roxol. No, Mirva : ſpeak che-worlt thou haſt 'to ſay; 

Mirv. The fait Aftrri4s dead, killd by Moraz :' 
But'in revenge of her unhappy Fate, 
By Ibrahim's juſt Hand the - Traytor fell. 
The lovers Grief wou'd be too fad to tell : A 
Let it ſuffice, they're kept in ſtricter Chains ; Catia, 
And now no hope of liberty remains, 

Roxol. Poor Innocentee! © +, | 744 
What Tears would thy unhappy Mother pay, | v2 
Were ſhe alive to have beheld. this Day. FR 
But thou to ſhare her Joys doit upwards go; 
And leaveſt thy Sorrows to thy Friends below; 
Wretched Afteria ! but- more wretcheadl Þ !' - 
This will but raiſe the Sultar's _—_— high. _ 
Now Ibrahim's Life: for hers: too fure mult pay,. 
And .then the Chriſtian is his certain prey.. 

" . Then: 
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Then Roxolana lays her greatneſs down 3 
And this new Love is courted with my Crown, 
But that's a ſight I muſt nor live to ſee. 


Enter an Attendant of Roxolana*s with a Bywl of Poiſon: 


Zarma, the Cup. . 
This, this my Guards ſhall be. 
AMirv. On niadam what do you defign.? 
Rexol, To die! ts 6 
From ſcorn and ſhame, to peace and\Heav*n I'll fly. 
No perjur'd Kings, no ruine, no deſpair 
Come near, that place——pow'r -is immortal there. 
Drinks the Poiſon. 


Enter Ulama. 
Ulam. I'll try what Vengeance joyn'd\ with Love can do 3 
"Tis ch*only glorious Path that's left me now. 
Since my ſuccelſs!eſs Zeal ig your defence, . [ To Rox. 
And Solyman's rage has Banithe me' from hence : 
To morrow I tow'rds Perſis muſt return, 
And make the Eaſtern World your ſyfferings mourn: 
Where, if I breath my ſorrow in'that ſtrain, 
As makes an Empire eccho to my pain ; 
Oh pardon what my duty does create, 
A Tribute due to Roxolana's Fate. 
Roxol. You are my. Friend, and, Sir to treat you ſo, 
Take my laſt ſecret with yow when you go. 
All my long frigheful- danger diſappears, 
I am ſecure trom injuries and fears. 
No wicked Hand ſhall fnatch my Diadem now, 
My Guardian Angel hovers round my Brow. 
Ulam. Oh Madam, ſpeak: agen 
Say, has your Beauty his Converſion wrought ? 
Is his new Love, that Meteor-light, put out 2? 
And have your brighter looks reſtor'd the Day ? 
| Roxol. No. my prote&ion' comes a ſafer way. 
A draught of Poiſon L have took: I ſcorn 
To have my glories from my Temples torn, 
And Roman like do my own Fate command. . 
Ulam. Poiſon'd ! and by that fair, but fatal Hand! 
Rexol. Yet though my Death's fo ſure determin'd, I. 
Have ſtill one Hour of Life before I die. 
Which lictle blaſt of Life I'll uſe fo well, 
To my falſz King that parting ftory tell, 
Shall ſting his Soul ! 
Ulam. What has your fury;done ? —_ 
Through thoſe ſoft Veins muſt th* impious Poiſon run ?: 
Roxol. Impious? no, Sacred was the word you meant 5 
Ana fo pious might become a. Saig ce 
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Honour and ſafety this brave: work perform. 
T like a Pilot ſee the riſing Storm 3 
And wiſely cake my threatn'd glories in. 
Ulam. Muſt all Mankind be puniſhe for his ſin ? 
The World*s a ſufferer in your Tragick Fate ; 
When you are dead, where's that Majeſtick State ! 
Where's Natures Pride ? their Soveraign Leader lain 3 
Dull Bzauties then like petty States will reign. 
Why to ſuch rage was ſo much Beauty driven 2? 
Was it the ſpight .ot ovet-ſight of Heaven. 
Which that bright Frame of Warring Elements built? 
Such goodneſs in your Eyes, and in you hand ſuch guilt. 
Roxol, How!'is't a torment to you, to behokl C 


My greatneſs unconfin'd and uncontroul'd ; 
To be new form'd in an Xtherial Mould ? 
Act thou an Heir t'a Crown, and haſt ſo mean 
A ſence of Honour ? wert thou born to reign ? 
And cafi thy narrow Soul this Councel give, 
That Roxo/2na ſhould her pow'r out-live ? 
Ulam. Madam, no more.” 
Roxel. When for an Act fo great 
The crowding Gods their Royal Gueſts ſhall meet ; 
And lay their brighteſt Glories at my Feet. 
If chou ſhalt dare profane my memory, 
And baſely ſay I did not bravely die: . 
From my bright Conſtellation iT look down, 
And all my Stars ſhall blaft thee when I frown 
Ulam. Oh ceaſe your anger, rather then Fll bring 
That Curſe upon me, Il fay any thing. 
Roxol. Have I no more hx. Fo | miſtaken Prince, 
For once Fil ftoop, thy Error to convince. 
Know it has been my Honour to: command 
The-Worlds great Lord !-I have both loy'd and:reign'd ; 
And when I ſee my Vaſſals diſobey, 
My long kept train of Honours ſhrink away; | 
Know, *tis the nobleſk refuge of the great, < 
To make their lives before their glories ſer. ; 
, Since Solymar's (hore favours fade fo foon, 
Fll mount where *cis all Summer, always Naan. 
All Earthly glory does perte&tion want:  ' 
Here *cis but glaſs 3 in Heaven *ris Adamant.. + 
Ulam. Hold Madam ! I'm a Convert, and muſt own 
TH impoveriſh'd World fo bravely you've undon, 
That it muſt mourn, and yet admire you too. 
You've done what greatneſs in deſpair ſhou'd do. 
You'll leave your Fame immortal when you go. © * 
A Saint above, and Heroine below. 5, 
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This glorious deed, not all the Angellick Quire ; 
You'll meet, can praiſe enough, enough admire. 
But tho* your Death I can your Triumph call, ; 
I can applaude.but nor ſervive your fall. [ Stabs himſelf. 
Hide nor thoſe Eyes! do not my Heav'n remove : | 
Now I with Innocence may own I Loye. 

Roxal. Becauſe my Deaths fo near, 
Dare you thus rudely Roxolana treat ; 
No, guilty Prince, I'm not1o little yet ; 
I've ſtill che Pride to ſcorn a' Slave fo bold, 
In my laſt ſpark of Life 1 ftill my lightning hold. 

Ulem. Oh do not think/that I durſt ever frame 
One thought or wiſh againſt your Sacred Name. 
Not one rebellious Thought durſt yer riſe 3 
Your Vertue was as God-like as your Eyes. 
My ſecret pain I did with filence bear, 
And my Devotion paid without a pray : 
And do you think becauſe your Death's fo nigh, 
I fear you leſs? No, now you ſtand more high ; 
Your greatneſs points like Mountains tow'rds the Sky. 

Roxol.. If with fuch filence you your pains receiv'd, * 
How dare you die more guilty than you liv'd? 
How came. you now to find a Tongue ? 


Ulam. Oh now _ 
My love runs pure when a laſt blood ftreams too. 


To own a paſhon for that Face -and live, 

Was more than ſo much Vertue could forgive. 

All this I knew, and to have pow'r to ſpeak, 

This only way could my long ſilence break. 

And now I ſpeak, I do not ask your Love ; 

Curſt be th'Impiety that dares remove 

That Sacred Bond your ſolemn Vow's have ſeal'd, 

Or ask one look your Hogour cannot yield. 

Yetas 'm dying, and ſhall beg no more, 

One blefling let my parting ſighs implore. 

That little ſtep let my ambition climb: 
Roxol. Well Sir, yov have my Pardon for your Crime: 
Ulam. And is my Pardon all? a lictle higher 

Let your Su humble dying Slave aſpire. 

Roxol. Then Prince . 

Ulam, Oh ſpeak! 

Roxol. You have my pitty too. 

Ulam. Dear divine Excellence, you've raisd'me now 

To all the joyes cer flFd a Loyers breaſt ? 

You cannot be more kind, nor I more bleſt ; 

My life did but my happineſs retard : 

Who would not die when Death has this reward? 


Enter 
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Enter Solyman and the former Baſla. 
Her Tyrant here ! "7 0 
Solym. My Daughter killd in Thrahimr's defence ; . 
How ſtrangely am 1 croſt by Providence 4 : 
Yet no ill Fate can drive my Princeſs Image hence. 
My Vizier ftll muſt die, and love will have ie ſo. 
Wam. Turn Tyrant, turn 3 ſee what-your guilt dares do. 
That Beauteous form has not an hour of Lite, 
She = drank a draught es Poiſon 15 2 w_ 
Againſt thy rage. old that-ſetting light ; 
And may ; ruine blaſt thee with the ſight. 
I lov'd her without hopes of a return, 
Yet Iintears of Blocd her Fate cou'd (mourn. 
Thou envy'd Rival, didſt her Conqueſt boaſt, 
In that fair prize all Natures wealth engroſt. | 
Yet prodigally that curſt ſtroke-haſt given, 
As looſes there thy Fame, thy Soul, thy Heav'n : 
PII cell that ſtory of thee in the Skyes, 
Till at thy Head all their juſt Thunder flies. 
There Beauteous Martyr, when we meet above, 
I will purſue my never dying Love. -[ dyes. 
Roxol. Oh Sultan! what reward does falſehood bring 3 
What judgments perſecute a Perjur'd King? © 
Your Empreſs dies ; your Friend and Daughter bleed, 
To pull down Vengeance on your- guilty Head, 
Of the unjuſt Torments I have undergone, 
Heav'n has a Sence, though Solyman has none. 
Solm. Why fooliſh Womap, have you vexe the Gods, 
And ſet your Prophet and your King at odds ? - j 
. Why have you wiltully ſought this raſh Face, 
To ruine yours and'to diſturb my State : 
You might have liv'd, and liv'd uninjur'd Gill ; 
Your greatneſs ſafe, and unconfin'd your will. 8 
Roxol. Yes Sir, I might have liv'd and liv'd to have been * 
An humble Vaſſal to your Chriſtian Queen. - - - 
Solym. Why will your Frenzy ftill thus blindly err ? 
What if c'a Throne the Chriſtian I preferr, - 
Muſt I'impoveriſh you' to enrich her ? 
You make us Monarchs very abje& things, 
It greatneſs is but once the gitc of Kings. 
I ſhould not leſſen you 3 bur give her pow'r, 
As your Companion, not your Succeflor. 
Roxol. Do not theſe wild and vain excuſes feign, 
'* Seek not ſuch Coverts when your guile's coo plain. 
Bur could you make two Suns together ſhine, , * 
And her new greatnels, not Yiminiſh mine ; 


Here 
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Hers were the true, Mine but a Pageant Crown ; 
I 've loſt my Sultan's heart, my deareſt Throne. 
Could we in Crowns, in that we cannot ſhare, 
There's no 1lividing of an Empire there, 

Solym. Wheatever Charms I in her Eyes deſcry, 
I love you ſtill too well to ſee you die. 

Roxol. You lovd me not enough Cavert my Fate, 
Your Kindneſs and my Life have but one Date: 
When T loſt you, I rather choſe to ceaſe 
To be at all, than ever to be leſs. 

I lizy'd fo glorious, and I lov'd fo well, 
That all beneath my Paradice was Hell. , 

Sultan. No more! IfI am guilty, you have been 

My *puniſher, raſh and unhappy Queen ! 
But as ſome kind requital of your.{trange 
And paſlionate reſentment of my change, 
I have this Sence of Roxolana's Face, 

I will in Tears deplore her wretched State. 

Roxol. "Twill co my ſufferings be ſome relief, 
Tf Roxolana's Fall can cauſe your grit. 

So much, dear Sir, does this kind promiſe eaſe 
My Torments, and my drooping Spirits raiſe ; 
That of your Cruelty I'll not complain, 

But tune my dying Voice to that ſoft ſtrain, 
That not one Groan ſhall paſs ; my parting,Breath 
Shall ſtifle all the horrors of my Death ; 

And treat you with the pleaſures of my Lite. 

Solym. Oh how ſhe ſets my Crimes before my fight, 
And holds the mirrour at too fierce a light: 

Roxol. When I was made the Mighty Sultan's Bride, 
Led to the Temple in my Royal pride, 

My Coronation did ſo ſplendid ſhine, 

I charm'd a Nations Eyes, and you charm'd mine. 

I bow'd under the Glories. which you gave ; 

You crown'd my Head, but made my Heart your Slave. 
Then, then my infinite happineſs began, * 
Monarch was the leaſt part of Solymaz : | 

Pow'r held the Reins, tis true, whillt the great Chariot ran; 
But love, the Soul of Empire ſat above ; 

Reigning was but an Interval to love. 

Then from your Voice I could this Muſick hear 3 

My Roxollana | Oh my charming Fair 

Angellick Sweetnefs, Miracle of Light ; 

Pride of both Worlds, Mine, and the Gods delight! 

And whilſt your love theſe tender ſounds expres, 

You claſpt me thus, and leaning on my Brealt C 
Your languiſhing ſoft looks ſpoke out the reſt. 
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Solym. It the proceeds at this bewiching rate, 
By Heav'n ſhe'll make me grow Effeminate, 
ouch Eloquence have Lovers when they die 3 
And thus we value treaſures when they fly. 

R:2a0/, Nor had I paflion leſs than Solyman, 
Through every Vein the pleaſing Feavour ran ; 

{ thai; your Thoughts, your Pains, your excaſies z 
Love melced in my Heart, and dazl'd in my Eyes, 
My Raptures were fo great, my Joys ſo high, 
Faar I've liv'd happy, though I wretched die. 

My Hopes, my Tears, my Prayers were all for you 3 
You will fcarce find a ſecond Love fo true. 

Solym, What ſudden alteration do I find ? . 
Vertue returns that Stranger to my mind. 

Once more its long loſt right has repoſleſt : 
Ke2p, keep thy fear, thou dear Celeſtial Gueſt. 

Roxsl. Your Chriſtian Favourite ſees not with my Eyes: 
She haces vou, and your kind embraces flyes. 

But it ar laſt Time, Forcz, or Empires Charms 
Prevail to louge her in my Sultan's Arms : 

It *tis her deſtiny to live to ſee 

You talſe to her, as you have been to me, 
Her grief will never my deſpair purſue 

She will not die to looſe you as I do. 

So!ym. Kind Roxellana, thou haſt made me good, 
Thou halt wrought a cure in my deftemper'd Blood : 
Shall this great Per/iau Rival bleed ? Shall he 
Who only ſaw, but neer polleſt like me, 

Plung'd in his Blood, a floating Victim twim ? 
' Shall not your lofs move me, that murders him ? 
Arid ſhall not Heav'n my wandering Sence recall, 
Warn'd by a Davghter's, and an Emprets fall ? 

Roxel. And do 1 live once more to call you mine ? 
Whac Divine change is this 

So/ym. Yes *tis Divine : 

* My long benighted Soul is with new light array'd, 
A change more Heav'nly the great Gods ne'er made ; 
Since the contending Elements they appeas'd, 

And a fair World form a wild Chaos rais'd. 

But cruel Roxolans, could you bring 

No gentler re:fons to confute an impious King ? 
What though you ſaw my Crimes, and knew me falſe ? 
All Frenzy has ſome lucid Intervals. 

You might have liv'd till my enlightned Sence, 

Had made me juſt, without this violence. 

Wou'd you had try'd. 

Roxol. All gentler means, you know, I try*d before, 
But Tears and Prayers had both too little pow'r, 
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Solym. Yes, they'd too little ; oh my. torturing - Pain, 
Now I remember how you weept in vain; 
Begg'd, threaten'd, courted , with ſuch eloquence, 
As ought t' have vanquiſh'd my too brutal Sence. 
Such tender words you ſpoke, as might inſpire 
More ſoftneſs than the famous 7bracian Lyre : 
Whoſe harmony the Lyons rage ſubdu'd, 
Tam'd the wild Herds, and charm'd th* Infernal God. 
Bue my more: Helliſh rage obdurate proy'd, . 
By Tears unmelted, and by pray'rs unmov'd. 
Roxol. Be not ciſturb'd 3 what though I wanted pow'c 
To make you juſt, till in this lateſt Hour, 
I'm pleas'd in Death to have your Conqueſt wrought. 
Solym. It-is a Victory too dearly bought. 
Bid / wn Inchantreſs and her Favourite, 
Strait leave my Court 3 my Empire from my ſight 
For ever be remov'd : bid *em make haſt, 
They cannot fly too far, nor move too faſt : 
So diſtant may ſhe be, that not the ſound 
Of Iſabella my juſt ears may wound. [ Exit, "Baſſas. 
I'd not converſe ſo much as with her Fame, 
Nor live within the hearing of her Name. 
Roxol. Oh Pm all fire. 
The raging Poyſon does my Heart-ſtrings ſeize, 
And on a burning Throne the Tyrant plays. 
Within, within I bear my Funeral flame ; 
Yet fince my fall does So/yman reclaim ; 
Since dying, I my Sultan's heart regain, 
This dear Converfion takes off all my pain : 
Wing'd with that Bliſs, my Soul Triumphant flyes : 
Prepare ye Gods, for Roxolana Dies. [ Dyer. 
Solym. Prepare.ys Gods ! to grace your Stars, ſhe's gone. 
A brighter Saint ne'er fild a Heav*nly Throne. 


Enter Ibrahim «nd Iſabella. 


Ibrah. Great, Sir, though you've reſtor'd my Princeſs, given 
Me all the wealth I cou'd have beg'd of Heav'n. 
The diſmal ſtory of your fufferings 
So damps my frighted Soul, ſuch horror brings, 
That from great Solyman I cannot part, 

Till at his Feet I lay a bleeding Hearr. 

Solym. Draw nearer Ibrabim, and blaſt thine Eyes, 

Ibrab. Here cruel Fate, the mighty Vidtim lies. 
My happy Love can little Triumph boaſt, 

Gaining 1o much when you fo much have loſt. 

Solym; For this kind loyal pity chou haſt ſhown, 

In all my Kingdoms choole thy {z1f a Throne. 
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Ibrab. Sir ! for that proffer'd Throne thus low-I bow, 
Bur muſt refuſe the Royal Gift; For now' 7 + * 
A Chriſtian Coronet beſt fits my brow. - , 
There T1! be happy, if I can be fo, ;4 
Leaving my King a Mourner when T go: 

Iſabel. Is this great Roxolans | was fo fair 
A Palace built to entertain defpair ? 
Is there that Man-that could that God-like Creature wrong ; , | 
Withdraw that Heart ſuch Charms had feal'd {o long? | 
Had you a thouſand Crimes, and every fin FO | 
More horrid than your broken Vows have been; * | | 
By what you've loſt in this unhappy ſtroke, . , : 
Heav'n at one blow a full revenge has took. 

Solym. Speak not a word, nor caſt one look this way, 
I wou'd not have thee lead one thought aſtray. 
Thou fatal Cauſe but ev'n to ſpeak's a ſin, 
Thine Roxollans, now Fl! be all thine. 

Ibrah. Succeſs at laſt.our mutual Wiſhes win, Es 
But by ſuch Scenes of horror uſher'd in. ; 
The way to Love's like that to Paradics, 
The rougheſt Path lead's to the greateſt Bliſs, | 

[Exexnt Ibrahim and Ifabella. 

Solym. Since loves ſoft Pleaſures in thy Fall mpſt end, 
In Wars my laft remains of Life Pll ſpend : 
Vertue, thy Gift, I'll to the World proclaim, 
And dedicate my Trophies to thy Name. 


[ Exeunt omnes. 
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